
























Earl Battey, 
catcher for the 
Minnesota 
Twins, 

wears Progress 
Tailoring Co. 
made to 
measure suit, 






MEN: 


Your Own Suit 
Without I¢ Cost! 








THIS MONEY- 
MAKING OUTFIT ~q 





SEE HOW EASY IT IS TO MAKE 
UP TO $4022 IN A DAY! at — 


YOURS? OWN SC 
SUITS WITHOUT 1° COST! | 
| 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get 
your own personal suits, topcoats and | 
overcoats without paying 1 cent—plus | 
your big cash earnings. You pay noth- 1 
| 
1 
1 






You can make more money, up to $40.00 in a day, in full or spare time—and get a fine 
ew suit for yourself without 1c cost! Where can you get such an opportunity? Right 
here! Just mail the coupon below. You'll get our suit plan and this money-making 
itfit—FREE. Contains more than 100 fine quality fabrics, sensational values in 
made-to-measure suits, topcoats and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors 
nd fellow-workers. It’s easy. They all want better-fitting, better-looking clothes. 

) insure this, clothes must be made-to-measure, And you offer fine quality clothing 
ide to personal measure from beautiful fabrics—at unusually low prices. No won- 

er you take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance on every 
rder, and build up a fine permanent income for yourself in spare 
full time. Evenif you know nothing about the clothing business, 

)u can earn good money as soon as you receive this FREE Sample 
ise. Everything is simply ex- 
lained, including how easy it 
totake measures. You’!l won- 

r why you never got into this 


»ig-profit business before. Do I 4 TRY | 
10w. Rush coupon today! 


ing for samples, for supplies, and not a 
cent for your own suit. Don’t send a 
penny. Just send us the coupon. 











PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. D-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


Dear Sir: I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush de- 
tails, Valuable Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with 
actual fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. 
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procress BUIMQUA | ve Age— 
TAILORING CO. I] Address.__.... ‘i ai 
500 S. Throop St., Dept. D-364 TODA y: | Oi a ae ‘ 
Chicago 7, it. ee 
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“JACKIE” 
wiG 








CINCHER 


lo] Mle] eS a) felels) 


1430 No. Cahuenga 
Hollywood 28, Calif. 


AY #2038 NEW TWIST 
Dramatic stripe winds its way 
from arm to hip, repeats round 
back. 100% wool, rumplined. 
Biack and White. Sizes 8-18. 
$19.99 


EE 42470 ALASKAN BELLE 

Take a tip from the gals of 
the Yukon — slip on a sheath 
trimmed with flirtatious rabbit 
fur. There’s nothing smarter to 
flatter your legs! Rayon and 
acetate satin. White, Black, 
Red, Emerald all with White 
fur. Sizes 8 to 20. 4.99 


#2422 SKIN DIVER 
Double breasted design snug- 
gles close and plunges low at 
a fabulous price. 1 wool. 
Biack, Red, Green, Blue. or 
8 to 16. $13. 


GE) +2552 ENCHANTRESS 

Suit your fancy and charms in 
dramatic cotton lace over ace- 
tate taffeta! Satin cummer- 
bund highlights waist. White, 


Beige, Black. Sizes 8 to 16. 
$10.99 


24108 TEATIME 
Lounge - ingly entertain with 
oriental charm . . . slim, slit 
skirt reveals trim-fit pants. 
Gayly printed cotton. Blue, 
Rose, Lilac Sizes 10 to 18. 
$4.99 


#91 “JACKIE” WIG 

Be first! Wear this brand new 
“Jackie” wig .. . styled in the 
bouffant manner! Celanese 
Fibre washes and sets with 
spraynet! Black, Platinum, 
Blonde, Tawny Brown. $7.99 

















a @ 
PADDED SEAT! 





| . PADDED HIPS 


PADDED 


HIPS AND SEAT 


0) 








B sso “camin” wic 
Fresh from Paris! A wig in the 
favorite French ‘‘gamin”’ style. 
Celanese Fibre that sets with 
Spraynet! Washabie Platinum, 
Blonde, Black, Brown. $7.99 


#5639 CINCH OFF 
That French fiavor to UPlift 
, wasp your waist. Dram- 


bosom 
atic Nylon lace over Acetate 


, tubber Acetate, polyes- 
. Garters. Black, Red, — 
White. Waist sizes 24, 

0, 32. is08 


#9220 WAIST TAPER 
Keep your curves shapely! 
All-rubber elastic, perforated 
to allow skin to “breathe.” 

front hooks.S,M,t $2. 


#3220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
Removable foam rubber pads 
ive you that rounded look. 
Foven and cotton power net. 
Cut high up from thigh. White 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 

waist. $6 


E] +5162 HIP ENHANCER 
No need for “‘too slim hips” 

. hidden foam pads round 
out at hipline, help mask-out 
too heavy thighs. White. Waist 
sizes 22-30 inch. $5.99 


#3277 TWO TIMER 
Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into shaped 
pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerflex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 inch waist. 
$12.99 


(3) 43387 THE Livinc END 


FASHION CATALOG 
WITH YOUR ORDER 
OR SEND 25c FOR 
CURRENT ISSUE... 
50c FOR 18-MONTH 
SUBSCRIPTION. 


EA 


Revolutionary girdle uncovers 
the derriere... gives flattest 
tummy, pushes up ‘living end’ 
for feminine natural look. 
White, Black. Waist sizes 23- 
30 inches. $9.99 


#5073 COUNTER 
POINT 


Specially designed shell ~~ 
combine with ee BH 
shape and lift bust te 

high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 


Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
4 99 


32 to 36 A, B, C 


CHARGE IT 
at Frederick's 
Write the Credit Manager 
for complete details. 


Bae 


fea 





















































(Ct ENCLOSE PAYMENT ‘(add 5@< Postage) 
() SEND C.0.0. (| enclose $2 depost on each item) 
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WHAT 
TAMPAX 
DOES... 


Helps you 
feel 
poised, 

at ease 


Provides the 


AND 
DOES 
NOT DO 


Does not 
show under 
any 

outfit 


Does not 


most comfort- M@aeitemes 


able protec- 
tion you can 
wear 


Makes you 


feel daintier, 


irritate 


Does not 
allow odor 


fresher, nicer Bm@ar 


Avoids 
embarrass- 
ment when 
visiting 


Lets you 
bathe or 
shower 


Does not 
have any 
disposal 

problems 


Does not 
hamper 
activity 


Tampax® internal sanitary protection 
is available in three absorbencies — 
Regular, Super and Junior — wherever 
such products are sold. Tampax Incor- 


porated, Palmer, Mass. 







Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Cover Photo of Betty Speaks 
By G. Marshall Wilson 


Tan’s October cover girl is Betty 
Speaks, 20-year-old clerk typist at 
Saks Fifth Ave., in New York, 
whose ambition is to become a pro- 
fessional model. 
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‘EDITOR 


July Issue Scores 

I have just finished reading the July issue of 
TAN magazine. I enjoyed every story I read, 
but I think “I Gambled With Love,” was tops 

I do hope Jim will be lucky again in this life. 

Keep on printing those lovely stories. 

Estelle Webb 
Baltimore, Md. 


The July issue of TAN was one of the best 

I have ever read. I really enjoyed all of the 

stories, especially “Tricked By His Kisses.” 

This story just shows what kind of a trap a girl 
can get herself talked into. 

Keep up the good work. TAn is getting better 

and better. 
Toni Parsons 
Kansas City, Kans. 


Comment On Covers 

I am a constant reader of TAN magazine. I 
think it is the most, and I really like the stories. 
They are always good to read. I like the covers 

also. You always have a pretty cover girl. 
Please keep up the good work. I am going to 
tell all my friends about it. (Those who don’t 
know about it had better get hip to the book.) 

Thank you. 

Miss Mosezelle Affult 
Belle Vernon, Pa. 


Tan Is The Best 


I used to play the field with magazines until 
I discovered the best (TAN) a couple years 
back. I love all the stories I’ve read in this 
wonderful magazine, but I must comment on 
“Leave My Boy Friend Alone,” in the May issue. 
It’s definitely the best I’ve ever read in any 
book. It’s got everything—true love, real bitter 
hatred, and lots of suspense. It’s a pity Susie’s 
pop got killed because of that ruthless plot be- 
tween Susie and Sandy though, but I guess that 
will teach a lot of people that you can’t hate 
someone for nothing. 

In actual fact I’d say that this story is good 
enough for a motion picture. No kidding, I’ve 
seen lots of good pictures with stories that can’t 
touch this with a pole as long as from New 
York to Texas. Keep up the good work, man. 
My sisters just about go crazy over the hair 
styles and patterns that appear in TAN mag- 
azine. They love ’em. 

Anthony Wilson 
Trinidad, W. I. 


Just a few lines to congratulate you on your 
ne magazine. Your stories are so true to life— 
not like other magazines where you have to use 
your imagination at times. 


I certainly did enjoy Mrs. Jackie Wilson’s 
article, “It’s Tough To Be The Wife Of A Star,” 
in the June issue of Tan. She sounds like a 
cantertel wife and mother. May she always be 


Mrs. Willa Sardon 
Cleveland, Ohio 





Light u your 
skin with beauty” 


says famous model Helen Williams 





She uses Pond’s Vanishing Cream 


Completely non-irritating—yet leaves skin looking 
lighter, refines pores, does away with oily shine! 


Glamorous Helen Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as in New York! 
Helen says, ‘‘! love the light, golden look Pond's 
Vanishing Cream gives my skin. It feels so sooth- 
ing, too!"’ This gentle cream never irritates as 
harsh bleaching creams do. It smooths and 
softens your skin! 

Checks oiliness to discourage blackheads, too! 
Light, greaseless Pond’s Vanishing Cream re- 
fines pores, prevents oily shine. Use it by itself 
to give your skin a velvety finish, or as a base to 
keep make-up flawless. Light up your beauty 
with Pond’s Vanishing Cream! 


THERE'S A POND’'S CREAM 
FOR YOUR EVERY BEAUTY NEED 















I would like for you to enter my name in the 
Pen Pal section of the TAN magazine. I am 17 
years old, 5344" tall, weigh 120 lbs., and I have 
a light brown complexion. I enjoy dancing, 
parties, records and most outdoor sports. 

I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls, between the ages of 17 and 21, of all races. 
All letters will be answered immediately, and 
photos exchanged. 

Sandra Senter 
1431 So. 13th St. 
Terre Haute, Ind. 


| am a regular reader of your book, “TAN 
Magazine,” and | think it’s one of the best 
books out. I would like very much to have 
my name published in the Pen Pals columns. 

I am a sailor stationed in Guantanamo Bay, 
Cuba. | am 22 years old, 5’6”, and have black 
eyes, brown complexion. I weigh 140 lbs. I 
would like to correspond with young ladies be- 
tween the age of 18 and 25 regardless of race 
and nationality. My hobbies are dancing and 
listening to records. 

Everybody on the base loves Tan—we can 
hardly wait for next month’s TAN. 

Walter J. Teabout 

Box 46-R, NAS, Navy 115 
Yo FPO 

New York, N. Y. 


| would appreciate it very much if you would 
publish my name in your Pen Pal section of 
[an magazine. | have been a regular reader 
for about three years. 
| am a Negro girl, 17 years old, 5’3” tall, and 
weigh 120 lbs. I have brown eyes, black hair, 
with a tan complexion. I am considered at- 
tractive, with a nice personality, by both boys 
and girls. My hobbies are meeting new people, 
dancing, swimming and collecting the latest 
rock ’n’ roll records. 
| would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world, especially from foreign 
countries, between the ages of 16-20, regardless 
of race, color or religion. Will answer all letters 
promptly and exchange photos. 
Mozelle K. Mullins 
1822 North Green 
Wichita, Kans. 


[ am an ardent reader of your wonderful 
magazine and would like to correspond with 
American and Canadian girls in U.S.A. and 
Canada. 

[ am a Somali/Arab of 24 years old. My 
obbies are reading newspapers, and maga- 
letter writing and going to the movies. 
will be appreciated please. 

Mohamud M. Afrah 
Yo P.O. Box 15, 
Mogadishu, 

Somali Republic, 
East Africa 


Zines 


Photos 


[ am a regular Tan reader. Your Pen Pal 
lurn is one of my favorite sections. I read it 

then I read the rest of the magazine 
roughly. 








PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I would like very much to have you place 
my name in your Pen Pals columns. I am 22, 
5’8”, 115 lbs. I like all types of music, love to 
collect records, a high school graduate in °58. 
I like to dance or just sit and listen to music. 

I would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 25-35. I would like to hear 
from service men as well as civilians. I promise 
to answer all letters. I just love to write letters. 

Lannie Ruth Phillips 
Post Office Box 44 
Adrian, Ga. 


I would appreciate it very much if you would 
add my name to your Pen Pal columns. | am 
19 years old, 6’ tall, weigh 165 lbs, have black 
hair and brown eyes, and a brown complexion. 
My hobbies are reading, writing, sports of all 
kinds, especially football, collecting records, 
math and science. 

I would like to correspond with young women 
from 16 to 19 years old. Race, color or creed 
does not matter. I will answer all letters and 


gladly exchange photos. 
A/3C Odell Wilson 


Hedron Sec 3320th Air Base Group 
Box 565 
Amarillo AFB, 


Texas 


I have been a constant reader of TAN maga- 
zine for quite a while now, and I rate it su- 
perior. I would like very much for you to enter 
my name in your Pen Pal columns in the earli- 
est possible issue, and would consider it a 
special favor from you. 

I am 19 years old, have black hair, dark 
brown eyes, medium brown complexion. | am 
5/6” tall, and weigh 129 lbs. My hobbies are 
swimming, dancing, collecting records and ex- 
changing photos. I would like to correspond 
with young men and young ladies all over the 
world between the ages of 19 to 28, regardless 
of race, creed or nationality. | will answer all 
letters as promptly as possible, and am eager 
to exchange photos if requested. 

Thanks a lot. Keep up your good work. 

Lucy Hazel 

3 Montague Street 
Rollingston Town 

Kingston 2, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am Alwin Sacko, 17 years of age, attending 
the Monrovia College and Industrial Training 
School, in the freshman class. My height is 
5/11” tall. My hobbies are dancing, footballing, 
reading, and collecting of post-cards and pic- 
tures. My complexion is brownskin. 

I would like to correspond with male and 
female, ages ranging from 15-2] years of age, 
and | promise to answer all letters sent to me 
immediately without delay. If you will respond, 
please send along a photo. Please write. 

Alwin Sacko 

Box 88 

Monrovia College 
Monrovia, Liberia 


West Africa 


I read TAN quite often and like the Pen Pals 
section best of all. I am a high school graduate 
and | would like to correspond with boys and 
girls all over the world, especially foreign 
countries. 

| am a Negro girl, 18 years old, 5’4” tall. My 
hobbies are dancing, reading, writing and lis- 
tening to records. Race, color or creed does not 
matter. I will answer all letters promptly. 

Eva Louise Harrell 
4304 Maldon 
Houston 16, Tex. 


! am a regular reader of your magazine, and 
| would like you to enter my name in your Pen 
Pal columns. 

! am 20 years old, 61”, medium tan com- 
plexion, black hair and brown eyes. Would like 
to correspond with girls between the ages 17 
and 20. All letters will be answered, and will 
be glad to exchange photos. 

P.F.C. Edward L. Moore 

RA 23348266 

Company “D,” 1st Battle Group 
35th Infantry 

APO 25 

San Francisco, Calif. 


| am a constant reader of TAN magazine and 
would highly appreciate it if you would enter 
my name in your column. 

| am 18 years old, 5’7” tall, 130 Ibs., large 
medium brown eyes, long dark brown hair and 
copper tone complexion. My hobbies include 
reading, drawing, dancing and all types of 
sports and music, especially jazz. 

| would like very much to correspond with 
boys and girls all over the world from 18 to 20 


years of age. 
Rosana Woodard 
1705 Ivy Ave. 
Newport News, Va. 


| would be very thankful if you would place 
my name and address in the Pen Pal section of 
your magazine. I am 17 years old, 5’414” tall, 
black hair and brown eyes, and I am brown in 
complexion. 

[ would like to correspond with anyone 
(preferably girls). Race, color, creed or na- 
tionality doesn’t matter. I should add that my 
hobbies are records, photography and making 
friends through letters. Now, please write soon. 

Dave Clarke 
64 Sharon Street 
West Medford 56, Mass. 


| live in a small town where nothing much 
really happens. So I really enjoy your wonder- 
ful magazine as do my friends. 

I am almost 18. I’m 5'6”, and weigh 114 lbs. 
| have brown eyes and hair and am consid 
nice looking. My hobby is reading, but | like 
rock and roll and jazz music. I would like to 
hear from girls and young men between 
ages of 20 and 30, especially service men here 
and abroad. | would like a photo along with 


the letter. 
Edith Malloy 
706 Conal St. 
Fairmont, N. C. 



































As an old saying goes, “Once you sub- Dear N. E. S.: 
mit, you lose his respect for you.” Dur- The best way to “prove your love” is 
ing the second year I submitted to him. to have the womanly strength of charac- 
Now I know that I’m quite young ter to wait until the physical expression 
and made a mistake. Will you please of your love can be enhanced by the com- 
help me out of this situation. And tell _pleteness of marriage. Without this, you 
me how can I tell him that we cannot are just yielding to his lust, no matter 
ake have any more relations until finishing what the sophisticates say. 
the high school? Please tell me what to do. 
Confused Dear Eve: 
Dear Confused: I am 17 years old. I have been going 
- You're sort of asking how to stop with a man much older than myself for 
a ° . 
ties Niagara—I wish teen-agers could know three years. He loves me, no doubt 
and the “after” while they are still “before.” about that. Also, I love him very much. 
—_ Now—if the boy loves you, you can At one time we were going to get 
+ appeal to his regard for you and your married. Before we started going to- 
2 bn future together in putting a stop to this gether, he was going with this other 
relationship. If he does not love you, lady about his own age. He broke up 
— you should firmly end the relationship— __ with her to go with me. Now he’s gone 
Tex. with parental help if necessary—and put _ back with her, but he still wants to hold 
By Eve Lynne him out of your life. on to me, and I want to, too. But I don’t 
and . ee ; , 
Pen know if that’s right. He’s afraid of los- 
‘ Dear Eve: ing me, because one day maybe he and 
com- . . 
| like Dear EVE: I am 16 years of age. The boy that I I will really get married. Would you 
os 2 I have been going with a very nice am going with is 20. We love each other _ please tell me what to do? 
3 boy for two years. He is 16 years old, very much. But although I told him over Undecided 
a and I am 15. I believe he loves me as and over, he wants me to prove my love. Dear Undecided: 
‘roup much as I love him, and that is more Please tell me what to do. You’re not undecided, he is. LET 
“yt than words can express. N. E. S. HIM GO. 
Calif. 
> and 
enter 
o 
l 
i Married women 
clude ¥ - 
i: h th 
fi are Sharing this secret 
to 20 ‘ ° 
ada ... the new, easier, surer protection 
ar ° . See a 
Ave. for those most intimate marrage problems 
;, Va. 
What a blessing to be able totrust tive than anything it had ever 
ao in the wonderful germicidal protec- used. Norforms eliminate (rather 
tall tion Norforms can give you. Nor- than cover up) embarrassing 
wn in forms havea highly perfectednew _ odors, yet have no “‘medicine”’ or 
formula that releases antiseptic ‘disinfectant’? odor themselves. 
nyone and germicidal ingredients with And what convenience! These 
dasa long-lasting action. The exclusive small feminine suppositories are 
etal new base melts at body tempera- so easy and convenient to use. 
a ture, forming a powerful protec- Justinsert—noapparatus, mixing 
arke tive film that guards (but will not or measuring. They’re greaseless 
Street harm) the delicate tissues. and they keep in any climate. 
Mass And Norforms’ deodorant protec- Now available in new packages 
tion has been tested in a hospital of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also 
—_ clinic and found to be more effec- _ available in Canada. 
ynder- 
4 Ibs. nites: ee AR RS LS ASR 
dered trusted by women . . . pre ce ee a 
j ; : ust mail thi to .—_ 
Ay proved in hospital clinics ee ee a ay. 
nt Please send me the new Norforms booklet, 
» here FEMININE SUPPOSITORIES in a plain envelope. 
with Name 
falloy | Norforms |4% aN Suiits lie 
N. C. ‘ os : City Zone. State 
7 











Who makes it this easy 
to shop for a new appliance? 


Brand Name appliance manufacturers! Each 
year, these reliable firms use many types of 
media (magazine advertising is just one 
example) to keep you informed of the latest 
improvements in television sets, transistor 
radios, washers, dryers and other appliances. 

Why? Because Brand Name appliance 
manufacturers have a basic conviction about 
their products. They believe in them. And 
they prove it by advertising in magazines, 


newspapers, on radio and television, car 
cards and outdoor. In brief: they give you 
all the facts to make it easier for you to 
choose a new appliance. 

Count on Brand Name companies. They're 
leaders—in new products—new ideas—and 
quality (of course). They're the authorities 
on style and fashion. Be sure to look 
closely at the ads in this magazine. You'll 
see what we mean. 


LOOK FOR 


CONFIDENCE 


MEMBER OF 





BUY LEADERSHIP BRANDS e Brand Names Foundation, Inc., 437 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N.Y. 











Billy Eckstine 


Ray Charles 





On The Recofii& 


RY CHARLES AND BETTY CARTER/Ray Charles and Betty Carter (ABC 
Paramount) : This is the happiest duet that has come along for some time. The 
two voices were born for each other. To talk about the musicianship of Ray Charles 
would only be repetitious, as his greatness and extraordinary stature in the jazz 
world are firmly established. That he discovered Betty Carter is further proof of his 
innate sense of musical individuality. 

With this album, Ray truly proves that ‘the old things are best’. Side One features 
such oldies as You And I, Cocktails For Two, and People Will Say We're In Love. 
Going along with the program, Side Two presents For All We Know, Takes Two To 
Tango, Baby It’s Cold Outside, Alone Together, Just You, Just Me, and Together. 
For several of the selections, the string orchestra, plus the rhythm section and the 
Jack Halloran singers are used. On other numbers, Ray has used some special 
innovations, almost in the manner of a “challenge” of a small combo against the 
force of full, powerful brass, to achieve a startling effect for stereo reception. 

No words of enthusiasm are sufficient for this adventure in music—it must be 
listened to, and then again. 


BROADWAY, BONGOS AND MR. “B”/Billy Eckstine (Mercury) : 


the mistake of not listening to Mr. “B” for some time, one might have forgotten the 


If one.has made 


power and warmth of his voice. This album is a reminder—it’s new, all new, and yet 
reminiscent of the fervor and heart of Eckstine’s earliest records, back in the early 
Forties. Backed up with tantalizing bongos, xylophone and marimbas, the bright 
ingenuity of Hal Mooney’s percussive plotting, Mr. “B” 
unbelievably, gets better and better. 

On Side One, he presents: From This Moment On, I Could Write A Book, If Ever 
| Would Leave You, Oh, What A Beautiful Mornin’, I’ve Got You Under My Skin, 
and Tonight. Seemingly without a breath between, he soars into Side Two: Stranger 
In Paradise, Get Out Of Town, Old Devil Moon, On The Street Where You Live, 
There’s A Small Hotel and Something I Dreamed Last Night. 


Eckstine enjoys himself, and so does the listener. 


just simply, almost 
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Style 451 — CLINGING VINE. Smartly tailored 
daytime dress of sleek rayon menswear, with 
its stand-up collar and fake pocket trim. A 
perfect foil for bright scarfs and jewelry. Beige, 
black and red. 


SKYLARK MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE .. . 
YOU MUST BE SATISFIED OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


SKYLARK ORIGINALS Dept. 71-10 
New Jersey 


Asbury Park, 
Please send me Style 451 
0) | enclose fuli amount plus 30c handling 


charge. This saves me ali COD and extra post- 


7s oy 

lose $. ... Deposit. Rush my order. 

X.. COD. 1 will pay postman price, plus post- 
age and handling 

| may return cormant a ‘10 days, if not satisfied. 
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When a nice, peace- 


able, easy-going guy 
had 


who’s never 


much trouble with 
women meets a girl 
who’s just looking 
for trouble, there’s 
bound to be diffi- 
culties... [justdidn’t 


know how many 


N OW I’ve never considered myself 
exactly a Don Juan; nor do I think 
I’m the best-looking cat at State U. But 
|’ve got to admit, in all modesty, that I’ve 
never had any trouble attracting girls. 
lo be perfectly frank, most girls really 
dig me. That’s not bragging, you under- 
stand, it’s just a simple statement of fact. 
The chicks just naturally go for me. 

Like, I’ve been at good old State two 
years now, and the first week I was here 
the cats all started calling me Casanova 

they’ve shortened it to Cas now—and 
I’ve never had any trouble at all defend- 
ing the title. I guess I’m what you might 
call a natural. 

Or I was, until this fox named Clarissa 
Helene Walters started making the scene 
here—she was a transfer from some col- 
lege in New England—and that’s when 
the gods stopped smiling on me and all 
hell Not that this chick 
undid me or anything—it’s just that 


broke loose. 


LO 


Clarissa was the best-looking babe to 
hit the campus in decades, and naturally 
there was much speculation on who she 
would go for. 

But Clarissa turned the tables by not 
digging any of the cats over here. Her 
roommate told us that she was going 
with this guy who was in the air force, 
and she just didn’t date. But none of us 
could accept that—it just wasn’t normal. 
But after her first two weeks she had 
managed to turn down a record seven- 
teen cats, and the guys were beginning 
to buzz. 

It got so that no matter where you 
went on the campus, anytime you would 
see more than two guys together you’d 
know that they were talking about 
Clarissa. How to get a date with Clarissa 
became the most popular subject around. 
There were all kinds of ideas, and every- 
body had an opinion. But nobody got a 
date. 





“What you got to do with a chick like 
that,” Billy, one of the brothers was say- 
ing after Clarissa had turned down the 
eighteenth date, “what you got to do is 
take it real slow. You can’t just storm 
up to the chick and say, ‘Like, dig, baby. 
how about us going out tonight.’ You 
gotta be subtle. Send her flowers, first. 
then send her candy. Then send her 
perfume, or something personal like 
that. Then—” 

“Then send home for some money,” 
Larry, another cat, quipped. “What | 
think,” he went on. “with a chick like 
this, she’s tired of all that jazz. She 
doesn’t want some nice quiet cat treating 
her like she’s royalty. She wants a man. 
Chick like that gets tired of all that 
hearts and flowers. She wants a cat to 
say, ‘Baby, I really go for you. Let’ 
make the scene.’ ” 

That’s when Scotty—my man, My 
buddy, my soul brother—showed his 
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true colors. “I bet Cas could get a date 
with her,” he said. “He’s never been 
turned down, all the chicks dig him. She 
wouldn’t refuse a date with Cas, he can 
get any chick he wants.” 
“Yeah,” Billy chimed in, 


always saying he’s irresistible. This is 


“Cas is 


his big moment. Let’s see if you can 
make the scene.” 

“Sorry, brothers,” | said, talking big, 
“sorry to disappoint you, but frankly, I 
just don’t dig the chick. I mean, she just 
isn’t saying anything to me.” I could 
tell it didn’t go over. 

“Oh, come on, man,” Larry said. 
“You can do better than that.” 

“TI guess Cas wants to keep his record 
straight,” Billy said. “Don’t ask, and 
they can’t turn you down. That how it is, 
old man?” 

“Boy, you cats are really lame,” I 
said. “But I guess you couldn’t be ex- 
pected to recognize my superior strategy. 
Don’t you know the one thing, the only 
thing you can be sure a chick wants, is 
what she can’t have. Sure, I haven’t 
asked her for a date—and that’s the very 
reason why she wants me to.” 

“Then you can’t disappoint her.” 
These cats were really moving in. “How 
about tonight?” 

“Well,” I said, “since you can’t just 
take my word for it, I guess I’ll have to 
tonight. I was going to ask her pretty 
soon, anyway, before the poor thing loses 
her cool and asks me for a date!” 

Well, that brought a laugh, and I be- 
gan to wonder if maybe the whole thing 
would blow over and they’d forget be- 
fore night. But they didn’t. 

As a matter of fact, it got worse in- 
stead of better. By noon the whole frat 
house was talking about it—how I was 
going to ask Clarissa for a date—and 
all the guys who got turned down were 
saying that she’d put me in cold storage 
too, By two the bets had started. Every- 
body was hetting—they had a real thing 
going. Scotty, that Benedict Arnold, had 
put himself in charge. The last I heard. 
before I decided to go somewhere where 
there were as few people as possible, was 
that the odds were against me, something 
like 93 to 7. 

I went into the library to try to think 
up some way to get out of the mess. 
After forty minutes I had come up with 
nothing better than the foreign legion— 
and I doubted if I could join that before 
tonight. The only thing I could do was 
to call Clarissa (Continued on Page 60) 
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Mr. Charles Bell, successful real 
estate salesman, is shown here with 
his charming wife in the living room 
of their Atlanta, Georgia home. 


The Bell home is a smart, 
contemporary ranch-type with 
spacious, landscaped grounds. 
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‘Vaseline Petroleum Jelly 


__more people depend on this 
pure dressing than on any other 


VASELINE is A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC 


ll 


Vaseline, 


r ih 
E pe TROLEUM ; 











“HE NEVER GAVE ME A SECOND LOOK 
...till Nadinola gave me a new look!’ 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NaApDINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. It will do such beau- 
tiful things to your skin, improve 
it so many ways! 


Centains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient is the secret of NADINOLA’s 
effectiveness. Gently, surely, it 
acts to brighten and lighten your 


NADINOLA’ = 


BLEACHING CREAM 


ust one jar will make your complexion brighter, — »0-vily. Brightens skin, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


complexion, helps combat black- 
heads and externally caused pim- 
ples. Soon your skin feels cleansed 
and cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NADINOLA, Chattanooga, Tenn. 





FOR DRY SKIN 


FOR OILY SKIN 

Nadinola Deluxe is The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 


dryness. 25c to $1.25 


lessens shine at the 
















TAN Opinion Poll 
Reveals Facts 
About Readers 


een PERSONAL OPINION POLLE 

repeated again this June in an effoy 
to continue the study of the kind (ff 
stories and features that the magazines} 2 
readers like best, again offers an inte.f 
esting glance at the readers themselva} 
Tan’s editors thought you might be ip. - 
terested in some of these facts. ey 

On the basis of our most recegt 
poll, conducted in June, 1961, abouf: 
89 per cent of Tan’s 650,000 readers an § 
women, the majority of them housewives} 
and students. Other women readers inf 
clude telephone operators, nurses, beav §- 
ticians, governesses, service worken, 
cashiers, secretaries, teachers and a dix § 
jockey, who says that TAN is a valuabk J 
guide to her for preferences in entertain [ 
ment and entertainers of teen-agers. 

Of the men who read the magazine, 
most of them are still Gls. There ar 
also a number of farmers, salesmen, 
bricklayers, painters, janitors and other 
males who read Tan. Our foreign read. 
ership, happily, has increased. 

The average age of a TAN reader is 
now 23 years, and the largest number 
of readers is still in the 17-year-old 
group. However, this Poll drew replies Bye 
from readers in their sixties. : 

The majority of TAN’s readers for this J 
poll wanted more stories of an interracial F_ 
nature, however entertainers are still = 
high on the list. 
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Although TaN has conducted only one J 
survey during this period, other polls | ~ 
will be presented in a continuing effort ye 
to discover our readers’ preferences bee 
Winners for the June poll are: xf 

First Prize: MR. ROBERT E. Mell- Pe 
WAINE, 110-A W. JEFFERSON ST, 


MONROE, N. C.; Second Prize: MISS 
EDITH BETHEA, 1 LAWRENCE AVE. 
ELMSFORD, NEW YORK; Third 
Prizes: MISS SHIRLEY D. AYTCH, 
ROUTE 4, BOX 253, GREENVILLE 





N. C.; MISS HANNAH FERRIMA\, 
BLOOMING GROVE, N. Y.; MISS 
LENA M. WINSETT, 80914 BELL ST. 
AKRON 7, OHIO; MRS. EVELYN 
HARDY, 1557 S. SPRINGFIELD AVE, 
CHICAGO, ILL.; MISS MARY BEN 
JAMIN, 1926 FIRST AVENUE, SEL 
MA, ALABAMA. 
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SINNED 
WITHOUT 
SHAME 


ADDY was a great one to preach 
about “family.” He said to us, his 
ily—Mom, Donnie and me, Dottie— 


hundred times if he said it once: “If a 
ily sticks together, there isn’t a single 
ible that they can’t meet and cope 


It’s in the family where they don’t 
together that the trouble be- 


Yes, that was Daddy’s philosophy and 
practiced it and nothing bad did hap- 


to us Harrises until Daddy died. He 
two years ago, and from that sad 
on, our family fell apart and our 


ubles began. 
Kids hate clichés. When we read 
igs like “. . . the weakening of the 


ily as a social unit is the public’s 


” 


ern .. .” stuff like that, we are apt 


augh. Once I laughed, too, but | 


t any more. I believe every word I 


| about the strength that lies in the 


ily unit. My story, I think, will tell 


why ee 


n seventeen now. I was fifteen when 


idy died and Donnie was fourteen. 


*n I think of Daddy I so often think 


1ese words that he said to me when 


was trying to tell me about the facts 


Be a good girl, Dottie,” he said. 


od or bad, your mother and | will 


e you, but a good girl is a happy girl 


[ want my girl to grow up 


9 


Funny—Mom never talked like that. 
t funny, though, really—because Mom 


more helpless than either Donnie 
ie. Honestly, she almost had to ask 
y if she could cross the street. 
iddy died on a Monday morning. 
was in the bathroom shaving. He 
y toppled over. He hit the edge of 
ow! when he fell. It was an ugly 
and at first we thought that he had 
fainted. It wasn’t so. It was a heart 
He died instantly. 
e was too young to die. He and Mom 
narried when they were still in high 
| and right away I’d come and a 
later, Donnie. When I first got old 


izh to be curious about sex, | 


sht maybe I’d come too soon, that 
» and Daddy had had to get mar- 





Ted kidded me about not knowing what to do 
if I ever got a boy friend—he said he’d teach me. 


He did and the way led at last to his bedroom 
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} I found the bottle hidden in 

' Mom’s suitcase—the only 
i} memento left from her va- 
‘cation, or so I thought 


* 
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ried. I thought that partly because Dad- 
dy was so against teen-age marriages 
and so much for keeping on in school. 
I guess he felt that one reason why he’d 
never made “good” as they say was be- 
cause he’d got married when he was 
barely seventeen. 

We live in New York City in one of 
those dreary old reconverted brown 
houses that you see between Third Ave- 
nue and the East River. Rich people live 
in towering apartment houses on each 
side of us, but in our block there are 
only poor people like us. 

With Daddy’s death, Mom, helpless or 
not, had to go to work. She was pretty 
and only thirty-two years old. She got 


a job at a dime store. I'll never forget 
how horrible those next months were. It 
was Daddy who’d held the family to- 
gether—that was plain to see. Now we 
each went our separate ways. It seemed 
the only thing we had in common was 
our unhappiness. Mom went to work 
most mornings red-eyed from crying. 
When she got home nights, she either 
didn’t talk at all or she talked about 
Daddy and how terrible it was because 
he hadn’t left us anything. 

Donnie, who was at that overgrown 
clumsy age, turned tough. He’d always 
been what Daddy called “a darned good 
kid.” But almost overnight, he changed. 
He talked tough, he acted tough, he got 
in with a tough gang of boys. He came 
home only to sleep and eat. When I 
told Mom she ought to do something 
about it, she simply wrung her hands 
and cried harder than ever. 

As for me—well, I'd always been the 
student in the family. After Daddy’s 
death I buried my nose in my books 
harder than ever. It was my job to get 
dinner for the three of us, so after school 
I shopped and went home and cleaned 
our rooms and cooked. I know I missed 
Daddy more than the others. We’d been 
very close. 

Deep in our hearts I suppose all of us 
were lonely. 
cleaned our rooms when they didn’t need 
it—just because I couldn’t bear to sit 
around and think. Anyway, I hated un- 


I know lots of times I 


made beds and curls of dust, and so 
did Mom. 

Sunday was Mom’s only day off, so 
we washed and ironed on Sundays. After 
our chores were done and we'd eaten, 
Mom went to bed and slept. Donnie went 
out. I usually made my way to the base- 
ment and scrabbled around in the refuse 
to see if I could find a magazine or two 
to read. Sometimes I was lucky and 
found a movie magazine. Then I’d shut 
myself in the windowless cubicle that I 
called a bedroom and try to fix my hair 
like the starlets did theirs, things like 
that. I’m tall and thin, no shape. Only 
my eyes are nice, big and almost black 
in color. 

That’s the way things were at our 
house when I met Ted. He was visiting 
the Beasleys who lived on our floor in 
the front rooms. Ted was Mr. Beasley’s 
brother and he was going to stay with 
them a month before he had to go into 
military service. The Beasleys had no 


children and both of them worked. It 





had always been Mom’s dream that some 
day we could afford to move up front in 
rooms like the Beasleys. Our rooms were 
in the back, overlooking the alley. 

I met Ted in the hall one afternoon 
when I came home from school. I was 
carrying groceries and my books. He 
stood in the Beasleys’ doorway. He was 
tall like I am and lots older—maybe 
twenty-one or so. He had a nice, laugh- 
ing sort of mouth, I noticed, but he 
didn’t make my heart do nipups or any- 
thing like that. He said, “Hi—you look 
loaded. Let me help you,” and he 
grabbed some of my bundles and walked 
with me to the end of the hall. He fol- 
lowed me into the kitchen and we 
dumped my groceries and books on the 
table. I didn’t know what to do after 
that. There wasn’t anything in the ice- 
box to offer him. 

It was he who said, “Do you like 
records? Sam—he’s my brother—just 
got a new phonograph, stereo. We could 
put a stack on and try a dance step or 
two. Tall girls usually dance well.” 

I thought: This is my chance to see 
the Beasleys’ apartment. I'd always been 
dying to see their rooms and so had 
Mom. We’d heard from the janitor that 
they were really elegant. So I locked our 
door and went back down the hall with 
him. 

It certainly was a fine living room— 
lots of bright colors, not a shabby or 
worn thing in it. Two bedroom doors 
were open and I noticed that the beds 
weren’t made in either room. I didn’t 
like that. Mom had taught me to be 
neat and tidy. 

Ted went into the kitchen and brought 
back some cokes and put on a stack of 
records. I just naturally love music, so 
when we put the bottles down and he 
got up and held out his arms, I went into 
them and we started moving. I was sur- 
prised at myself. I’d never had a boy 
friend and practically hadn’t danced at 
all, but it came so naturally. It was great. 

I could see that Ted thought so, too. 
When the music stopped and | said | 
had to go, before Ted let his arms drop, 
he kissed me. I did the oddest thing 
then. I burst into tears. I cried and 
cried. Poor Ted—he led me back to the 
sofa and he kept his arm around me but 
he couldn’t understand why his kiss 
made me cry. 

I knew why. It was the first time I’d 
been kissed since Daddy died and all 
the loneliness that had been shelled in 
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for months was released with Ted’s lips. 
his cheek against mine. I’d not guessed 
until now how much I’d missed the feel 
of Daddy, the feel of his strong arms 
about me when he’d pull me down into 
his lap so we could read the funnies 
together, how nice his rough cheek felt 
when | kissed him, even the male smell 
of him. Ted’s touch had brought it all 
back. When my sobs had quieted down, 
I tried to explain to Ted. He said, “Sure, 
kid, I understand.” But he didn’t. 

! caught myself singing as | got dinner 
and | could hardly wait to tell Mommy 
about the Beasley’s living room. Donnie 
was late so we sat down without him. | 
described every stick of furniture, not 
dreaming that it would make her sad. 
But it did. When I was finished she 
looked across at me and her eyes were 
swimming in tears. 

“They have all that, and look at us. 
Look at the hole in the carpet, our 
dreadful curtains . . . oh, Dottie, Dot- 
tie, I’m so unhappy.” She went off to 
bed, crying. 

Sometimes Mom’s tears made me ter- 
ribly unhappy, too, but not this night. I 
felt warm and alive again, like I’d felt 
all the time when Daddy was with us. All 
I wanted was to keep this precious feel- 
ing. Brushing my hair, I said to my- 
self: “Daddy is gone. Maybe Ted has 
come to take his place.” I resolved to be 
very, very nice to Ted. 


RAN all the way home from school 
the next afternoon. Would Ted be 
waiting for me? Would he? I was 


breathless and panting as I mounted the 
stairs. There he was—lounging in the 
doorway. “Oh—hello,” I gasped. 

“Hi,” he answered, and held out his 
hand to draw me inside the door. 

So it was that every afternoon Ted and 
I spent one hour, sometimes two hours 
together before I had to go home to get 
dinner. The Beasleys never got home 
until after seven o’clock. Mom usually 
made it by six-thirty. There was no 
one, nothing to disturb us. “Oh, those 
lovely hours in that lovely, lovely living 
room,” said the fifteen-year-old girl I 
was then to herself every night before 
she closed her eyes. At seventeen, the 
age I am now, I shudder to think how 
easy it is for a girl to go wrong, given 
the opportunity. 

Looking back, I remember that Ted 
and I always danced before we kissed, 
but it wasn’t long until we danced less 
and kissed more. I suppose that every 
normal girl is curious about sex and 
boys, touching and kissing and what it 
does to you. Ted said I was too serious 
and worked too hard and that | ought 
to be having a good time and going to 
parties. He kidded me about not having 
any boy friends and said I wouldn’t 
know what to do if I did get one—he’d 
have to teach me. 

He did—and the way led at last to the 
bedroom and his unmade bed. The first 
time we went in there, I made it and put 
the bedspread on before I would lie 
down on it with him. It was the first 
time we had lain down together and it 
was as he said it would be—nice to lie, 


knees and thighs, arms and lips touching. 
Ted did everything slowly. He made 
love slowly. Perhaps if he had been 
rough or tried to rape me . . . but he 
didn’t. We just naturally——I as well as 
he—got closer and closer until at last it 
was over. There was no shock to it. I’d 
vowed to myself that I would be nice to 
Ted. This is what he wanted, so he must 
have it. It was the way I could be sure 
of keeping him near me until the hurt 
of Daddy’s going became less searing. 
It was a way to endure loneliness, the 
fact that Mommy had no time to listen 
to my troubles, that Donnie was just a 
boy off on the streets and not a brother 
to me at all. 

It was on a Monday afternoon that 
Ted told me he was leaving for camp 
next day. He’d not said a word about 
it before and I must have willed myself 
to forget that his visit with his brother 
was to be only for one month. He didn’t 
tell me until we were at the door and I 
was ready to leave. We'd had a cake 
with our cokes because my sixteenth 
birthday had been Sunday, the day be- 
fore, and I never saw Ted on Sundays. 
Sixteen little gutted candles lay on the 
table by the plate of cake crumbs. 

What he said didn’t come through to 
me right at first because I had heard 
voices in the hallway down below and 
one of them sounded like Donnie’s voice. 
I didn’t want him to see me coming out 
of the Beasleys. 

The first words I remember clearly 
were, “. . . it’s been wonderful. Now 
get yourself a good boy friend and 


Neither Donnie nor I had much interest 


in the opposite sex—neither of us could forget that 


awful night in my bedroom. Strange that 


from an experience so ugly such closeness had sprung 
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start having some fun .. . 

My head shot upward then, to look at 
him. “You mean . . .” I began, but I 
didn’t finish. Young as I was, there was 
something in his smooth, smiling face 
that made me know it was over, that he 
had finished with me, that there wasn’t 
going to be anything more between us 
—ever. 

I backed away from him like you do 
from something you can’t bear to look 
at. Then I turned on my heels and began 
torun.. 

Donnie caught up with me at our door 
where I was fumbling with the key. 
“What goes on? What were you doing 
at the Beasleys? Who was that guy? 
You been shacking up with him?” 

“Shacking up . . .” I threw back the 
door, careful to keep my back to Donnie 
so that he couldn’t see how red I got. 
“Daddy—Daddy would kill you for us- 
ing those words about your only sister,” 
I spluttered. “Can’t a girl have a coke 
and a piece of cake with a neighbor 
when he’s going away tomorrow to may- 
be get killed?” 


Donnie didn’t answer. 


HE month that followed—it was 

February, a dreary month anyway— 
was the longest one through which I’d 
ever lived, I guess. It was a blank— 
studying, meals, cleaning. When | 
thought of Ted I got sick inside. I hadn’t 
mattered to him at all. I was less than 
nothing, just a girl who’d been easy. 

You would think that I would burn 
with shame every time | remembered 
what I’d done. But by not thinking 
about it I forgot it. At sixteen you live 
completely in the present. I was so grate- 
ful that Mommie didn’t know. I would 
have died if she had found out. And | 
didn’t look any different. I was glad for 
that. One day a boy at school pinched 
my sweater above my breast and let the 
bra strap snap back. I thought: he 
guesses. I really studied my face in the 
mirror that night, but it was the same 
old face, as far as I could tell. 

In March Mommie got a week’s vaca- 
tion with pay. Such excitement! She 
told Donnie and me on Saturday night. 
She was going to go to Atlantic City and 
stay for the whole week. She said she 
simply had to get away and both of us 
agreed. Someone at the store named 
Myrtle had told her about a rooming 
house that was cheap. “It’s not near the 
Boardwalk,” Mommie said, “but I’ll get 








Desperation and fear rushed through me. “Mom,” I pleaded, 
“let me in, let me take care of you” 


to it if I have to crawl there.” 

I got up and went with her to the 
Pennsylvania Station Sunday morning. 
It was raining and coming back | walked 
and got my feet soaking wet. Next morn- 
ing I felt horrid, flu or something. Even 
my stomach hurt. I told Donnie I wasn’t 
going to school and he could get his 
own breakfast. That made him mad and 
he went out, banging the door. 

After awhile I got up, put a robe on 
and went downstairs to see if I could find 
something to read. 1 made a good haul 
and settled down in our one comfortable 
chair to read, a blanket wrapped around 
my legs to keep me warm. Even the 
thought of food made me sick. 

When I read I can forget everything. 
I was still sitting in the big chair, dozing 
off and on and reading, when Donnie 


came home. I hadn’t noticed that it was 
already getting dark outside. In our 
rooms we have to keep the light on all 
the time anyway. It’s always dark. 

Donnie was in a bad mood. He looked 
as though he’d been in a fight. He threw 
off his leather jacket and made for the 
kitchen. It was just as he’d left it. He 
came back scowling. “What about shak- 
ing a leg and getting on with a little 
food? Just because Ma’s gone doesn’t 
mean I’m going to let you sit on your 
fanny all day. I’m hungry . . .” 

I said, “Get your own food. I don’t 
feel good,” and went right on reading. 
“Stop that back talk,” he shouted, “and 
get busy.” 

I refused to budge. 

He came over to my chair then and 


pulled the blan- (Continued on Page 66) 
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Therewas 
laughter in 
the room, and 
happiness, 


and—yes, even 


love. The girl 


had been my 
friend—the 


mam was my 


husband 


**T J ONEY,” Ken’s voice sounded hesi- 

tant, uncertain, as though he 
wanted something special, yet dreaded 
asking me. 

I took the peach cobbler out of the 
oven, trying to hide the smile tugging 
at the corner of my mouth. Maybe 
Mother Watkins’ advice was going to pay 
off after all. I set the cobbler on the 
shining white porcelain of our new 
apartment stove and tried to make my 
tone encouraging as I answered. 

“Yes, darling?” I hoped he couldn’t 
see how tense I was. But I was glad I 
had bathed and dressed before he came 
home and deliberately refused to notice 
the fact he was nearly an hour later than 
he should be. I knew I looked nice in the 
fresh blue dress that I had made for our 
honeymoon and the white dimity apron 
that made it look like a little girl’s ruffled 
pinafore. He came over to the stove, 
sniffed appreciatively at the cobbler, then 
picked up the lid off the dutch oven and 
smelled the roast. He grinned at me like 
a little boy. I was lucky to have Ken, I 
thought, watching him, and I wanted to 
keep him. I wasn’t going to lose him to 
any former girl friend who didn’t care 
how she knifed me in the back—not if 
I could help it. Ken pulled a twig of 
my hair. 

“Got a favor to ask of you!” I looked 
up at him and dimpled. 

“That’s nice.” I could feel the gladness 
creeping out of my eyes. Ken had been 
distant so long. Really, ever since the 
move that had forced us to come to 
Dallas. I wasn’t sorry about the move, 
I was glad, because I’d wanted to get 
away from that West Texas town and 
people who pretended they were friends 
to your face and the moment you turned, 
tried to latch on to your possessions. I 
never understood why Ken couldn’t see 
that. I wanted to get up, come close and 
run my fingers through his hair, but I 
stayed on my knees at the oven door, 
settling the hot rolls into place for the 
night’s meal. “What can I do?” 

“You might be nice to Judy.” He 
picked up a crumb of pastry and popped 
it in his mouth. “Go up and see about 
her, if you can help her any way.” 

“What?” I froze with shock. His 
words hit me like ice water. I slammed 
the oven door shut. Ken walked to the 
table and pulled out a chair. 

“She’s lonely,” he said as if he hadn’t 
heard me. “It’s hard to be in a big city 
with a tiny baby and no friends.” 


“Maybe so,” I fought to keep my 
temper. I wanted to hold on to my 
resolution and I didn’t want Ken to know 
it mattered so. I straightened up, but 
kept my back to him so that he wouldn’t 
see how I was having to bite my bottom 
lip to keep from blasting out my bitter- 
ness. “It’s harder,” I said, my voice 
tight, “not to have a husband.” 

“Yeah, that’s what I mean,” he 
sounded almost eager. “It’s a tough spot 
for a girl to find herself in. You could 
help her a lot.” 

I whirled and faced him, unable to 
hold the words back any longer. 

“Ken Sanders, that baby is illegiti- 
mate. That girl is not even nice!” He 
didn’t need to be told a thing like that. 
He knew. “We’re in a new city and have 
to make new friends. If we have to 
have a woman like that around, what 
chance will I have?” That was side- 
stepping the issue and I knew it. But I 
couldn’t fling into his face what I was 
thinking—not yet, I couldn’t. It hurt too 
much, and I didn’t want to give it words. 
So I chose the old standby. “She’s 
trash!” I began, putting the food on the 
table. 

“You didn’t think that when she was 
your best friend.” His voice was sar- 
castic as he dragged out a chair and 
dropped into it. 

“That was when your brother was 
alive,” I reminded him quickly, “and 
before I really knew.” 

“Now, Eva,” he said and all at once 
his voice sounded old and tired—which 
is odd, for Ken is only twenty-three. “I 
didn’t say go around with her, I just said 
be nice.” 

“Not to her.” I slapped the plates on 
the table. It made me burn the way she 
kept ruining my home. She was why | 
wanted to leave Odessa, and yet, less 
than two months after we had settled and 
gotten started in Dallas, here she came, 
moving into the same apartment house 
with us! All of the fun of my nice meal 
was gone. I let my dislike of Judy shine 
in my eyes. “I certainly have more re- 
spect for myself than that!” I reminded 
Ken, thankful I hadn’t really lost my 
temper, just given Judy what she had 
coming. 

“Okay, forget I asked.” He was re- 
mote again, cold as he had been since 
we had moved. He ate quickly, picked 
up his hat and left. 

I sat at the table, feeling like a 
whipped puppy. I was determined to 
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SHE 
WANTED 
MY 


HUSBAND 


What do you do when 
your husband spends all 
his time with another 
woman, and you’re not 
sure that her child, born 
out of wedlock, isn’t 


really his? 


take Mother Watkins’ advice, and | was 
going to keep our marriage, but why, 
every time I tried so hard did that Judy 
have to stick her hateful nose in! I 
thought, when we moved, we'd be rid of 
her for good. 

The food looked sodden and tasteless 
to me, and suddenly I couldn’t bear the 
sight of it. I picked up what was left of 
the roast and pie and shoved it into the 
overcrowded icebox, flung the dishes 
onto the sink, grabbed my purse and 
went walking toward the park. Maybe, 
if I could get outside, I could get hold 
of myself. 

If Mother Watkins had been home, 
I'd have gone over there, she always was 
a good one to talk to. But she’d gone to 
spend a month at her daughter’s in 
Shreveport. I hadn’t made too many 
friends, and | didn’t want to talk to just 
anybody about the way Ken was doing. 

lhe park was nice, or would have been 
if I weren’t so miserable. Although it 
was almost seven o'clock, it was still 
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light. Ken hadn’t told me where he was 
going, he just walked out. The only 
thing I knew was that he left in the car, 
not gone upstairs where she was. But 
that didn’t mean anything. Maybe she 
was meeting him some place. I sat on a 
wooden bench and picked leaves off an 
elm branch, tossing them into the little 
creek. Across it, on the other side, kids 
were playing baseball. A cool spell had 
come up and Dallas wasn’t as hot as 
August usually was; nevertheless, I was 
grateful for a little breeze. 

I sat there for a while, then got up 
and walked back to the apartment. Ken 
hadn’t come. It was getting dark and | 
switched the lights on, listening carefully 
to see if I could hear the sound of a baby 
crying. All was silent. 

I picked up a magazine and flipped 
through the pages. Maybe somewhere 
there was a woman who had a problem 
like mine—what did she do? Only to- 
night I couldn’t find one. About an hour 
later I got up and walked outside. There 
was no sign of the car or Ken. Walking 
around to the side of the house, I looked 
upstairs to see if I could see the lights in 
Judy’s apartment, just above ours, but 
the apartment was dark. Seeing the 
blackness deepened the gloom within me. 
But it didn’t mean anything. It couldn’t 
mean anything as long as I refused to 
make an issue of it, as long as | kept 
concentrating upon my job of trying to 
make Ken happy. 

Mother Watkins had given me the 
idea. I’d met her when we first moved 
to Dallas, and when Judy moved to our 
apartment house, I’d gone over there 
mad enough to eat nails and exploded all 
over the place. I was ready to toss Ken 
out on his ear. Only she made me think 
about things. She smiled with sympathy 
and nodded like she understood. 

“That’s the way,” she clicked her 
needles as she talked, “we don’t know it, 
but some of these things arise just to 
test us.” 

“Test?” 

“An examination, in a way. When we 
pass it, things generally get straight, and 
we've gained for keeps the solution to the 
problem that troubled us.” 

“What do you mean?” I sat on her 
couch, my legs curled, drinking the 
coffee she’d brought me. 

“Just that you best look into the mir- 
ror of your habits, first.” 

“Habits?” 

“Look at your day? What have you 





done that could make Ken angry? 
You’re worried about another woman, 
but just what have you done that has 
disturbed his happiness?” She tilted her 
head and studied me carefully. 

“Not anything,” I tried to think. 
Except when I told my neighbor in 
Odessa Ken had found oil in the well the 
crew was drilling. Ken got kind of mad 
at that, said that it cost him his job.” 

“Did it?” 

“T don’t know. I think he quit. He 
wasn’t supposed to tell, but I didn’t tell 
anybody but my neighbor, and I don’t 
see how that could hurt. Anyway, if he 
hadn’t quit he wouldn’t have moved up 
here and taken that supply job. I like 
that better.” 

“But does Ken? And a man has to be 
able to trust his wife. If he tells her 
something, he has to know she won't 
scatter his secrets, but they are as safe as 
though locked in his own thoughts.” 

I hadn’t thought about that. I never 
went around talking to folks though, just 
had a few friends in that I confided in. 
It couldn’t hurt anything. I ran my 
fingers through my hair thoughtfully, 
wondering. Her eyes were upon me, 
thoughtful. 

“How do you look when you get up 
in the morning? Do you keep yourself 
attractive, or just wear any old thing to 
get him off to work? Sometimes a girl 
is beautiful until after she’s been a bride, 
then she goes back into habits of feeling 
it isn’t important how she looks at home, 
only important when she goes out.” 

I pursed my lips, thinking about that. 
I had been going around in a faded blue 
wrapper, trying to keep my best robe 
nice. Maybe I should do better. At 
least, I could take down my pin curls. 
Somehow, I hadn’t thought about that. 

“Watch yourself in the mirror,” 
Mother Watkins tapped her knitting 
needles for emphasis. “Not the mirror 
on the wall, as much as the mirror of 
your habits.” 

That day when I'd gone home, | 
thought about her words a good deal. | 
saw a number of things that I could do 
better than I’d been doing, like dressing 
up pretty in the morning, keep the house 
straighter, and having a nice meal at 
night instead of hamburgers. Maybe he 
was disappointed in me as a wife. Right 
then, I started my Make-Ken-Happy 
project. 

But where had it brought me? Just as 
I thought I was making things count, 
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Ken slapped me in the face—asking me 
to be nice to Judy—me/! Sick to the core. 
| wondered what Mother Watkins would 
say now. 

I was burning and ready to explode, 
but I wasn’t ready to quit yet, not until 
['d given this theory of hers the works. 
fd hold on, if only until she came 
home—I don’t know why it helped me 
to think clearer talking to her. 

I wished for someone else to talk to, 
but I couldn’t think of anybody. We 
didn’t know too many folks yet in Dallas, 
and you don’t want to go up to someone 
you've just met and talk about your hus- 
band stepping out on you. I did hold my 
tongue in spite of Ken always saying | 
talked too much. Tonight was proof 
of it. 

In spite of burning with anger, I took 
a cool shower, selected a bright blue 
gown that Ken liked, and crawled on 
the bed. The house was hot, but a thin 
breeze came in the window, and I ad- 
justed the fan. Picking up my favorite 
magazine, I tried to pass the time until 
Ken came in. 

It was after eleven when I heard him 
unlock the door. When he stood inside 
our bedroom door, I smiled as if nothing 
were the matter. He grinned at me, but 
didn’t say where he’d been. It hurt so I 
pretended to be asleep by the time he got 
in bed. 

The next day, I held on with dogged 
determination. Outside, I was sugar and 
cream at breakfast, giving him what he 
wanted, kissing him goodbye at the door, 
but inside I still hurt. 

When he finally backed the car out of 
the garage, I wanted to go crawl into bed 
and lick my wounds like a sick puppy 
does when it’s hurt, but I’d started this 
make-Ken-happy project and I'd stick to 
it. I cleaned the apartment with a vigor, 
hoping that would help the ache. 

By noon it glistened. 

The next two hours, I spent primping. 
I gave myself a facial, rolled my hair so 
it would be fresh, then ran across to the 
comer grocery. The grocer cut a nice 
thick steak for me. Then, while he was 
wrapping it, he grinned and _ said, 
“Mighty pretty baby your husband had 
last night.” He was punching up the bill 
and couldn’t see what his words did to 
me. I froze, feeling the chill race down 
my spine. 

“Yes?” It was all I could manage. 

“Didn’t know you had a family. Quite 
alittle fellow. (Continued on Page 55) 
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It was my last hope, the desperate belief that a smiling face 
and a neat appearance could bring back a wandering hus- 





band—useless weapons against youth, beauty and charm 
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My desperate loneliness and need for love 
had brought me to the same tragedy that my mother 
suffered. Was any price too great to pay 


so that my child would not bear this burden too? 























“A mother’s love is so great there’s no 
pain or sorrow too deep to bear to 
shield a helpless, innocent child.” 


GUESS Dave Whitlock and I were 

the strangest looking couple ever to 
be married in the little parsonage living 
room of Reverend Harmony Acre. Dave, 
at fifty-nine, was fat and slightly stooped 
and almost bald. His clothes, though 
clean, showed lack of care. I couldn’t 
have looked much better. My blue silk 
dress was too tight around my thicken- 
ing waist. I’d fixed my hair plain and 
I had on very little make-up. 

My heart felt a stab of pain when 
Reverend Acre asked, “Do you, Cynthia 
Ames, take this man to love, honor and 
cherish until death do you part?” Those 
were the words I’d longed to hear with 
Andy standing close, holding my hand, 
his deep brown eyes smiling down at 
me. With Dave at my side they were 
just cold, lifeless sounds. 

When I hesitated the minister cleared 
his throat. Mrs. Acre, our witness, moved 
restlessly about. They were waiting for 
me to speak, so I lowered my eyes and 
whispered, “Yes.” 

“IT now pronounce you man and wife,” 
Reverend Acre intoned. “May God bless 
you as you journey through life to- 
gether.” 

Mrs. Acre came and gave me a quick 
hug. Then she broke a white blossom 
from a potted oleander and pinned it 
on my shoulder. 





“Brides should always wear flowers,” 
she smiled. 

“Thanks,” I said, but flowers didn’t 
matter. Nothing mattered with Andy 
dead, except that Andy’s baby mustn’t 
come into the world without a name. I'd 
been a nameless child. I knew what it 
was like to have people whisper behind 
your back. I couldn’t bear to think of 
Andy’s child suffering as I had. That’s ' 
why, when Dave Whitlock had proposed 
marriage, I’d decided to become his 
wife, even though I had no feelings 
whatever toward him, and knew I never 
would. I did feel grateful toward him, 
however, for offering a name to my un- 
born child. A substitute father, as I saw 
it, would be better than none. 

I still remembered how I’d question 
Mom, as she bent over her old sewing 
machine, about what kind of man daddy 
was. I’d see other little girls walking 
with their fathers down the streets of 
Covina, and Id feel a deep longing to 
have my own daddy strolling along with 
me, or sitting in a booth at the drug 
store while I ate a big chocolate sundae. 

“Gilbert Ames was a handsome man,” 
Mom would say, her voice trembling 
above the clickity-click of the sewing ma- 
chine. “He would have loved you if he 
hadn’t died in the wreck. Now run on 
out and play. I must finish this dress for 
Mrs. Grimes’s little girl.” 

To a child of eight this explanation 
was sufficient. But I wondered why God 
couldn’t have let Daddy live. Mommy 
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and I needed him. If he were with us, 
Viommy wouldn’t have to sew and wash 
for our living. We wouldn’t worry about 
paying rent, or buying groceries, and I’d 
have pretty clothes like Gertie Grimes 
and the other girls in my class at school. 

| was fourteen when I learned the bit- 
ter truth about myself. It was Gertie 
who destroyed the dreams I'd built up 
around my dad. It was during evening 
recess at school. I passed Gertie, who 
was surrounded by a flock.of admiring 
girls. She had on a new dress, a yellow 
rayon with ruffles and bows, one Mom 
had made for her. 

“‘Where’d you get such a cute thing?” 
someone asked. 

Gertie whirled around until her yellow 
skirt swirled out. “Mother had Florence 
(mes make it for me. She worked on it 
two days.” 

“I’m glad Mama doesn’t have to sew 
for a living,” I heard someone else say. 

Didn’t Cynthia’s father leave them any- 
thing to live on?” 

Gertie giggled. “Cynthia doesn’t have 
a father. My mother says her daddy ran 
away and never married her mother. 
Cynthia doesn’t even have a name. She’s 
a wood’s colt.” 


| wheeled around and stormed head- 
long into the group of tittering girls. 
“Liar, liar!” I screamed, grabbing Ger- 
tie and shaking her. “Take back what 
you said about my father. He was as 
good as yours ever dared to be!” 

“Turn me loose!” Gertie cried. 
call the principal!” 

“I wish you would,” I blurted. “I'll 
tell her about you calling me—a wood’: 
colt!” 

Gertie jerked free and she and her 
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gang hurried away as the bell rang for 
gym practice. I leaned against the wall, 
my heart pounding. I was not a name- 
less child. Daddy had been taken from 
us just as Mom said. 

But then, I happened to think that we 
didn’t have one picture of him, and he 
hadn’t left us any money. Could Mom’s 
story have been just to protect me? I 
knew about unwed mothers and their 
poor babies. Was I one of those unfor- 
tunate souls whom people laughed and 
joked about? I had to know! 

I dashed into the gym room where 
Miss Angoff, the phys ed teacher, was 
waiting for her class to assemble. 

“Would you excuse me from class?” 


_ I moaned, leaning on her desk. “I’m ter- 


ribly sick!” I felt my face blush and 
pop out with sweat, for I wasn’t used 


to telling lies. 
“Very well, Cynthia,” Miss Angoff 


down at Mom’s knees and put my head 
on her lap and we sobbed together. Then 
I pulled her head down and kissed her, 

“T love you, Mom,” I whispered. | 
guess I grew up right then. I began to 
see the world with adult eyes. What was 
my hurt to what Mom had suffered for 
fourteen long years? Yet she had pa. 
tiently borne her sorrow, providing me 
with food and clothing, and bringing me 
up like a decent girl. 

I arose and brushed back my hair. 
“Pll finish the ironing,” I said. “You 
just sit and rest.” 

After a while she dried her eyes and 
began to talk. “Gilbert Ames—his name 
was really Gilbert Anderson—was a 
singer, an entertainer with a traveling 
show. I was an usher at the theater 
where the show was booked. He swept 
me off my feet and promised to marry 
me. But I found out after he left Covina 





At first, Dave seemed to be my 
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brought me deeper grief than 
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stated, “but Ill expect you back tomor- 


” 


row. 

I thanked her quickly, dashed to my 
locker in the hall and shoved my books 
inside. Then I was on the way home. I 
hoped Mom would be there. 

She was in the kitchen ironing clothes. 
She turned with a startled look as | 
opened the screen. 

“What’s wrong, Cynthia?” she asked, 
setting her iron up on end. 

“Oh, Mom,” I cried, “Gertie Grimes 
and some of the girls said mean things 
about me today. They said I didn’t have 
a father—not even a name!” 

Mom turned pale and dropped into 
the old rocker. She covered her face 
with her hands and moaned. 

“It isn’t true, is it, Mom?” I asked. 

When she kept on moaning, I knew 
Gertie Grimes was right. I dropped 


that he was already married. My parents 
were dead, so after you were born | 
rented this little house and kept working 
to make a living for us.” 

“Im going to help you from now on,” 
I said, adding another pillow case to the 
stack. “I get my lessons easily at school 
I can work after I get home and 
Saturdays.” 


I KEPT my promise. I helped Mom 
every chance I got. After school and 
at night I washed and ironed. On Satur- 
days I delivered clothes, proud that | 
could take some of the burden off Mom's 
stooped shoulders. She’d done so much 
for me, I just held my head high and 
turned a deaf ear to the whispers that 





I now heard. 
When Mom was called to the Grimes 
home, I went just to make Gertie jealous 


By the end of my sophomore year in 
high school, I was more matured than 
Gertie, my body full and curved. Gertie 
was still thin and flat-chested. I made 
better grades than she did and studied 
only half as much. 

When senior year and graduation 
rolled around, was | surprised to learn 
| was class valedictorian! I’d studied 
hard, but I thought there were others 
with higher standings than mine. When 
| walked upon the stage for my diploma 
and award, I was really proud for Mom’s 
sake. Somewhere back in the audience 
| knew she sat with tears in her eyes 
and a prayer of thanksgiving in her 
heart. I’d look for a job now and let 
Mom rest, for she hadn’t been feeling 
well lately. 

] got a job as bookkeeper at Taylor’s 
Pharmacy, the biggest drug store in Co- 
yina. Mark Taylor wasn’t like the other 


people in town. He didn’t look down on 


anyone. Maybe it was because he’d lost 
his invalid wife who hadn’t been able to 
“give him the children he wanted. Mark 
bwas big and jolly and almost old enough 
Sto be my dad. Sometimes I’d wonder 
Dwhat it would have been like to have 
Phim for a father. 
© Because I kept the books balanced, 
and all my work done ahead of time, 
sometimes I had nothing to do. Mark 
Paid I could help out at the soda foun- 
“iain in the evening when the stores and 
Mactories closed and we had a rush 
crowd. 

I liked to work up front. It gave me 
achance to listen to the gay chatter of 
the customers and forget about myself. 
Most of all it gave me a chance to meet 
Andy Killian. 

A new garage had opened two doors 
from the pharmacy, and Andy was a 
mechanic there. He was twenty-three, 
five years older than me, and his brown 
eyes twinkled like evening starlight. 

“How long have you worked here?” 
he asked as I fixed him a coke. 

“Almost a month,” I replied. 

Andy looked me in the eye. “That’s 
strange. This is the first time I’ve seen 
you.” I laughed and explained that | 
was the regular bookkeeper. 

“Well, keep those books in order,” 
Andy said. “I want to see you here every 
time I come in.” 

Next day when Andy came in at the 
noon hour, | was ready to serve him 
lunch. The few minutes he talked to me 
were like (Continued on Page 62) 









“That kid of mine is gonna have everything 
your little Andy’s got.” he told me. and I 

could feel his hatred pouring over me like 
a flood. “I worked for him. so now you can 


get out and get busy and work for mine.” 


T’S HARD to decide just where to begin 

my story . . . but I'll start with the night 

Kenny and I tried to elope a few months before 
my sixteenth birthday. 

Kenny was a year older than I, a quiet, 
serious boy who worked hard on his father’s 
farm and had very little time for fun. When 
we had crossed the state line in his father’s 
truck, one of the men at the railroad who 
worked with my father saw us. He phoned 
the folk, figuring we were up to no good. 
They’d caught up with us at the home of 
the justice who was about to marry us. Ev- 
erybody had hysterics then and Kenny and I 
were dragged apart and brought to our re- 
spective homes. 

I'll never forget that night. I’d locked the 
door of the room I shared with my two 
younger sisters, and lay bawling my heart out 
when Mom knocked on the door. I wouldn’t 
open it and she began banging. I could hear 
my father trying to calm her, but when Mom 
was in a frenzy like that nothing helped. She 
threatened to break down the door and called 
my brothers to bring a hammer and saw. Fi- 
nally I opened it. She pushed everybody out, 
even Pop. I hated it when she treated him 
like that, as if he was nothing in the house 
and she was the big boss. 

I threw myself on the bed and began to 
cry hysterically, hoping maybe Mom would 


understand and try to comfort me. But she 
yanked at my shoulders and twisted me around 
on the bed. Mom was a big, powerful woman 
and her hands dug into my flesh, hurting me. 

“T want the truth, Gloria. What was the 
big rush that you had to get married now?” 
she asked harshly. 

““W—we love each other.” 

“That’s not the reason. What have you been 
up to? Answer me...” 

“Nothing.” 

“You're lying!” She slapped my face hard. 

“Nothing, nothing!” I screamed. “We love 
each other . . .” 

“You're going to the doctor tomorrow and 
we'll see .. .” 

“Honest, Mom, we didn’t—” 

Her face was contorted with suspicion and 
rage and I was scared. “Are you still decent? 
Are you? Are you?” She shook me until my 
teeth chattered. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” I cried. “But I want him, 
Ilovehim.. .” 

“Love! At your age?” She spat with con- 
tempt. “What do you know about love?” 

“I do know,” I wept, trying to twist away 
from her hurting fingers. 

“I was like you,” she said harshly. “I 
couldn’t wait. Now look at me, an old woman, 
a fat old woman with seven kids. I’m only 
thirty-three and I look fifty. Once I was pretty, 
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another baby!” I said nothing, 
just watched, dry-eyed, as the last 
of my dreams crumbled .. . 


” 


I began to cry and Kenny 
took me in his arms. I clung to him as 
he kissed away my tears and then his 
mouth closed over mine and I| knew, 
from the burning hunger of his kiss, that 
he didn’t want to wait any more than | 
did. My whole body seeemed to melt 
in his arms. I had no will but to yield 


too long! 


to him, to become part of him. 

At one point Kenny pushed me away 
forcibly. “This is wrong,” he said thick- 
ly. “We have to wait!” 

“No,” I murmured, clinging desper- 
ately, kissing away his words. 

“It’s up to you, Gloria, it’s always up 
to the girl . . . You have to be the 
strong one.” 

“But I’m not strong,” I cried. “I love 
you, that’s all I know.” 

He held me quietly for a moment, our 
hearts beating against each other. “I 
love you too, and if they hadn’t caught 
asain 

“Yes,” I whispered. “We'd be married 
now, we'd have a right to each other.” 

“But we aren’t married . . . we have 
no right.” 

“Who makes the rules?” I cried des- 
perately. “Who says when it’s right and 
when it’s wrong? You can’t turn love 
on and off like a faucet. When you feel 
it, you feel it!” I squirmed in his arms 
and he kissed my cheek softly, and I felt 
the passion rising in him and his des- 
perate attempt to control it. 

“I go crazy at night with wanting 
you,” he admitted huskily. “You know 
that punching bag I have in the cellar 
that I practice on? When I can’t sleep, I 
go down and punch it until I nearly 
drop from exhaustion. If that doesn’t 
work, I| go out in the fields and walk my 
legs off. And then, maybe then I crawl 
back into bed and sleep. In my dreams 
you’re with me, you’re with me like 
this . . .” His hands fumbled with my 
dress, opened it and closed around my 
breasts and then he buried his face in 
them. Pleasure flowed through my body 
like a liquid until I felt limp and 
yielding. 

“How do you think it is with me?” I 
murmured. “I hurt with wanting you, 
and I have to be quiet in bed because 
I’m always afraid of waking my sisters. 
I have no bag to punch and no place to 
walk. Mom’d be up like a shot if I left 
the house. It’s worse for me even, worse 

. and if I don’t have you, Ken, I 
might do something terrible .. . | 
don’t know (Continued on Page 70) 








ouess every girl 
ints pretty clothes 
nd nice dates... 
it most girls won't 
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PLAYE 


CHEATING 
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AT BARKER and I drooled over the 

clothes Beth Myers hung in her closet 
when we three girls moved into an apart- 
ment together in Trenton. Pat and | 
were second semester students at the 
business college and Beth was a third 
semester one. 

“Clothes like mine are easy to get 
when you know how,” Beth told us. 

I held her fur jacket to my cheek, 
loving the smooth richness of it. “I'd 
like to know how, too,” I said. “I'd do 





a lot for a jacket like this.” 

Beth sat back on her heels with a slip- 
per in her hand. “You don’t have to do 
much, really. Just be nice to the guys, 
let them think there is more to come 
... and that’s it.” 

“How nice?” Pat was suspicious. Pat 
and I had known each other since we 
started at the college but we had gotten 
acquainted with Beth only three weeks 
ago when we had a free period and she 
did too. We got to talking about sleep- 


ing rooms and how much nicer an apart- 
ment would be and here we were, mov- 
ing into our own place. 


“Oh . . . so—so,” Beth shrugged. 


“Let them take you to dinner or a show, 
be a pleasant and somewhat tantalizing 
partner for the evening, don’t commit 


yourself to a follow-up date with the 
personal touch but let them think you 
do. That’s all there is to it.” 

“No follow-up?” Pat was still sus- 
picious. 


“Out with another sucker, eh,” 
Walter slurred. “Does he know 
what kind of girl you are? Does 
he? Rotten ... and a cheat!” 

















“No follow-up.” Beth assured her. “I 

don’t play that way. When I give out 

it will be for keeps and not to a 
salesman or a wandering husband.” 

“Some of the men are married?” I 
asked 

“Most of them. Out-of-town salesmen 

. local boys, they’re pretty much the 
same. 

I wasn’t too sold on the idea, but those 
clothes Beth had were out of this world. 
Mother and Daddy had saved up money 
to send me to school after finishing high 
school and I’d decided on business col- 
lege, partly because I wanted to be a 
secretary, and partly because that’s all 
the money there was. 

They'd saved enough for my tuition 
and each week they sent a check for 
room and board and that’s all there was. 


extracurricular activities. After dinner 
we went dancing in a small out-of-the- 
way joint out in the country. 

Walter had a couple of drinks at din- 
ner, and then started right in again at 
this joint so I began to worry. | stuck 
to gingerale even though he kept trying 
to get me to order something stronger. 

“Have fun,” he suggested. “A little 
something to warm you up. The night is 
young and we can have some real fun.” 

“Tl stick to gingerale,” I told him. “I 
never drink.” 

“Neither does my wife.” He was get- 
ting blurred around the edges. “I keep 
telling her she ought to do something. A 
woman gets dull when she won’t do any- 
thing. Man wants excitement.” 

I didn’t. I wanted to get out of there 
and back home. I wasn’t too anxious to 


The love Greg and I shared was like a 


beautiful dream, warm and sweet and 


wonderful—untl the day that Walter 


returned and the dream was shattered 


Not much for the extras and my clothes 

were chosen mostly for durability. 
That fur jacket of Beth’s really undid 

me. Every time I saw it I could imagine 


what it would be like to have one. Beth 


made it sound easy and if there were no 
follow-ups, why shouldn’t I get in the 
game, too? 

Pat felt the same and we went along 
with Beth. It was as easy as she had 
said. At first we dated with Beth, then 
we went out on our own. Dinner and a 
show, usually, and leading the men on 
while holding them back. Letting them 
think we would go all the way next time. 


Then being sure there wasn’t a next 
time 

It got to be a game we enjoyed play- 
ing. And the clothes in our closets 
started to rival Beth’s. I got my jacket, 
though the man who gave it to me almost 
got out of hand. 

He was a lawyer, in town for a district 
meeting of some kind. Married like all 


of them were, but interested in some 
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have him drive, though. I hated to do 
the driving and have him beside me with 
both hands free, but that was preferable 
to not getting home at all. 

He didn’t object when I wanted to 
drive. “Okay,” he shrugged, making a 
production out of finding his keys. 
“Good idea. I’m tired. Been a long 
day. Tough meeting.” 

At first he was persistent but I man- 
aged to hold him off because the traffic 
was heavy. “You wouldn’t want us to 
have an accident and get in the papers, 
would you?” 

“No. No, I wouldn’t like that. Nei- 
ther would Mildred. Mildred’s funny 
about things like that.” Mildred was his 
wife. 

He wanted to go to our apartment but 
I told him the other girls would be there. 
They had a test the next day and would 
be studying late, I told him, and got him 
to his hotel. 

“Tf I didn’t have to go home tomorrow 
morning we'd have dinner again and 


spend a nice quiet evening together,” he 


said, slouched down in the seat. “A real 


nice evening. But I'll be back next 


month and we can have it then, can’t — 


we?” 


I told him we could and managed to 


get to the hotel parking lot. I couldn’t — 
get him into the hotel alone, though. ~ 


That was sure. Walter was a big man, 


over six feet tall and shoulders to match. _ 

He was almost out already, slumped ~ 
down in the seat, muttering about a nice ~ 
evening and Mildred didn’t understand ~ 
him, no one did, but if we had another — 


nice evening I would. I assured him I 
would, and managed to get out of the car 
without a struggle. 

I found the parking attendant, gave 


him the keys and told him Walter need-— 


ed help. Then I went into the hotel : 


lobby, called a cab, and headed for our 


apartment, sure this evening had failed ~ 


as far as a reward was concerned. 

I felt sorry for Walter. He had a 
promising career, a good personality 
which would carry him far in that ca- 


reer, a wife and two children and ap- | 


parently a good income and nice home, 
from what he had said. 


And he was interested in a nice 4 


evening with someone who understood 
him. Maybe it was a good thing there 


would be no follow-up. I sure didn’t 4 


understand him. 

I was beginning to think I didn’t un- 
derstand any men. All men, it seemed to 
me, wanted to play around the first 
chance they got. They all claimed their 
wives didn’t understand them, or didn’t 
really love them except for what they 
could get, and that excused whatever 
they wanted to do. 

I wasn’t prepared for the package the 
next evening when I got home from 
school and completely surprised by the 
fur jacket inside. I’d mentioned wanting 
one several times, before Walter got 
beyond listening to anything. But | 
hadn’t thought it registered. 

There was a note... “I’ll be back 
next month and we'll have that quiet 
evening. Don’t forget. Thanks for tak- 
ing care of me last night. Sorry it hap- 
pened that way.” 

When he came back the next month 
I’d be busy. I wrote his name down on 
the pad we kept. That way we could 
always be out when they called. We 
never gave our names to anyone who 
called until we learned who it was and 
which one of us the call was for. 


, 

















“e ple of drinks”. ~ 


. too many, and _ 
g unlo ovely 


Then something happened which 
made me forget about Walter. I’d been 
doing real well in shorthand and typing. 
I knew it from my daily grades and my 
day by day work. The president of the 
college sent for me and told me there 
was a job opening he thought I could 
fill. 


“We like to place our students before 
graduation if they show definite promise, 
and you do,” he told me. “You would 
work there five days a week and take the 
night course and a class on Saturday to 
complete your requirements for the cer- 
tificate of graduation.” 

“Where is it?” I could hardly believe 
my good luck. Beth was just finishing 
her course and she had two prospects for 
jobs but nothing definite. She had taken 
the civil service examinations and was 
hoping something would come from that. 
This way I would eliminate all that 
Worry about getting a job before my 
money ran out. 

“In the office of Schindler, Schindler 
and Carson, attorneys,” he told me. 





“You will have the chance to work up 
to legal secretary in the regular line of 
promotion in the office. Mostly straight 
typing to begin with, with dictation from 
one of the junior members.” 

He told me the time of the interview, 
and the salary and I could hardly wait 
to find out if the job was mine. The 
starting salary was more than I had 
hoped for. I told Pat and Beth about it 
at lunch and Pat was as thrilled as I was. 

“TI knew you’d get something like this, 
Susie,” she said. “You’re a natural at 
shorthand. Wish I had your speed. And 
could read my notes afterward. That’s 
my biggest trouble. Can’t read all my 
notes and I get confused.” 

“You'll get better,” I told her. “It 
takes practice.” 

“And a certain knack for it, which I’m 
afraid I lack,” she said. “Maybe when 
I finish the course I can get a job with- 
out shorthand.” 

Beth didn’t say anything but mild 
congratulations and I realized she was 
jealous over my good luck. Pat talked 


a lot to cover up Beth’s silence but that 
only made things worse because Pat kept 
talking about the job and how she knew 
I would get it and make good in it. 

“With a salary like that you can afford 
to live alone,” Beth said. 

“Maybe, but I don’t like living alone,” 
I told her. “Unless you and Pat kick 
me out I stay right where I am.” 

“We sure won’t kick you out,” Pat 
assured me. “It will be nice having a 
rich roommate. 

“Tl treat you two to a steak dinner 
my first pay check,” I promised them. 


I GOT the job and I didn’t have time 
for anything else. The hours were 
longer than those at school. I had to 
leave the apartment by a little after 
eight each morning, and I didn’t get 
home until after five-thirty. The night 
I had a class I just ate downtown and 
went on to school, spending the extra 
time in the lounge, studying. 
I didn’t have time for any dates and 
I didn’t miss (Continued on Page 52 ) 
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For the woman who is suddenly without 
a husband, the problem she must face is 


a financial as well as an emotional one 
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Saturday, July 15, was just like any 
other Saturday in the California town— 
perhaps a little hotter than usual, but 
nothing else out of the ordinary. But 
for Herb, her husband of thirteen years, 
this Saturday could be something very 
unusual. This could be the day that he 
had been thinking about and planning 
about for years. 

“If Esther mentions money just once 
more today,” he said to himself as he 
repaired the leak in the kitchen sink, “if 
she says just once more how she wishes 
] were making more money, how she 
wishes we could pay our bills without 
always having some running over into 
the next month, I’m going to leave.” 

And sure enough, before the afternoon 
was even half over, Esther had launched 
into her favorite subject. “The telephone 
company called yesterday,” she said. 
“They're threatening to disconnect us if 
we don’t pay the bill. I’m sick of always 
being hounded. Why can’t you make 
more money, so we could at least pay 
our bills on time? Why can’t we live 
like normal people? Isn’t there some 
way you could get a raise, or take on 
another job? I’m just sick of never 
getting caught up.” 

“That did it,” said Herb to himself, 
and as soon as he had finished the 
leak, he put on his necktie, and his 
jacket, and left. 

An unusual case? Not really. Statis- 
tics show that it’s not the Other Woman 
that drives men away from their homes 
—as most wives believe—but, in more 
than half of the cases, it’s the simple 
but all-important problem of money. 
Whether it’s too much or too little, over- 
spending or underspending, financial 
problems constitute one of the major 
reasons for desertion. 

And, like Herb K., most men who 
desert are in the 35 to 50 age group, men 
who have been married for over ten 
years, whose problems have been build- 
ing up and building up until one day 
there is just one worry too many, one 
unpaid bill too many, and they do what 
convention, tradition and a sense of 
obligation have restrained them from 


R ESTHER K. of Long Beach, 


very rarely the result of a sudden inspi- 
ration; in almost all cases, it has been a 
long time building up. 

This is not to say that the Other 
Woman has never been the cause of a 
husband deserting wife and family—all 
too often she is the sole reason. But this 
is in a much younger age group—the 
30 to 35 group—and this group com- 
prises only about 15 per cent of the total 
for missing husbands, as compared to 
75 per cent for the 35 to 50 age group. 
The type of husband who deserts because 
of the Other Woman has usually married 
too young, and begins to feel that he has 
missed something in life; by the time 
he’s 30 or 35 his feeling has increased 
to such a degree that he becomes sus- 


ceptible to any type of woman. 

Money is not the only thing that drives 
husbands away. An unhappy home life 
can do it just as easily—the type of home 
that is created when two people with 
basically incompatible personalities mar- 
ry. When conflict has become more 
common in the home than content, a 
husband will usually begin to think 
about other places. 

In-law trouble is still another reason 
for desertion: the mother- or father-in- 
law who not only doesn’t get along with 
the husband but doesn’t even make any 
effort to, can break up a surprising num- 
ber of homes. Dan C. was a reasonably 
content husband until his wife’s father 
died. Then Myrna would not hear of her 
mother living all alone in “that great big 
house,” or going to live in an old peo- 
ple’s home, and the only thing left was 
that Mama would live with them. Dan, 
an easy-going fellow who had never had 
much trouble from his mother-in-law— 
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mainly because she had limited her visits 
with them to two or three days—didn’t 
put up too much objection when the 
decision was made, but once Mama, a 
domineering kind of woman who had 
always been the head of the family, 
moved in and began to take over, he 
began to get a reasonably clear picture 
of just what life was going to be like in 
the house from then on. 

They were in constant conflict, with 
Mama usually winning because Myrna 
felt that it wasn’t good to disagree with 
so elderly a woman. And the few times 
that Dan was winning an argument, 
Mama always managed to get one of 
her “back ailments,” and that ended that. 
And so, after almost a year of living 
with Mama, Dan quietly packed a few 


things and left. 

Whether the in-law problem is a diffi- 
cult mother- or father-in-law, or over- 
bearing relatives, it can become acute 
enough to make life so unpleasant that 
a husband would rather leave than put 
up with it any more. Like Dan, he will 
feel that any place is preferable to a 
home with as much conflict as his has. 

Escapism in any form and for any 
reason will drive husbands away. Often 
the reason is nothing more than a desire 
for a change in occupation, or even 
climate. 

Robert K. had worked as a bookkeeper 
for fifteen years, always occupying the 
same neat desk in a small cubbyhole at 
a bustling manufacturing company. He 
was on the job every day, always on 
time, quiet and unassuming. He did not 
“mix” too well with the other employees, 
however it was known that he and his 
wife, Mary, lived in a modest home in 
one of the (Continued on Page 59) 
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DIVORCE 


AT 17 


Editor’s Note: The following article is a frank comment on 
one of the tragedies of our modern-day society. Statistics 
tell us that now of the nation’s 41% million 16- and 17-year- 
olds, at least 200,000 are not in school because of early 
marriages, and that for over three-quarters of them, mar- 
riage will end in separation or divorce. The author, a young 
girl just 17, living in one of the southern states, is one of 
this rapidly rising statistic, a girl who married because 
“. . . marriage will take care of everything.” She wrote 
the article “. . . to stress the sad mistake of marrying too 
young . . . and to help those youngsters who read (this) 
to understand and avoid, if possible, the horrible mistakes 


they can make in life . . .” 


OMETIMES I just want to stand up and scream when | 

see young girls trying to get married. I want to plead 
with them to listen to their parents, and to hear what happened 
to me. I want them to know what it took me ten months of 
heartache to find out. Maybe the sad story of one their own 
age who has had the tragic experience of a too-early marriage— 
with the regrets that follow—will help convince them that 
there is too much in youth to enjoy, too much to experience, 
without rushing headlong into a marriage they’re not at 
all ready for. 

I was sixteen when I got married. | felt that I was mature, 
that I knew my own mind, but I wasn’t prepared for marriage 
in any way. I hadn’t grown up enough for it; I didn’t have 
the least idea what love was. It took me ten months of heart- 
ache, of being all mixed-up, bitter and sick, to find out. My 














was the divorce, exactly 
nths from my wedding day. 
st past 17, I’m a divorcée 
ne with my parents and back 
I’m trying to pick up the 
ads of my life and go on 

. . but it’s not an easy 


eee 


thing to do. I am finding out that life 
doesn’t feel the same to a young girl 
who has been married and divorced. 
To you teens who want to get married, 
let me tell you what it will be like if your 
marriage, like so many, results in di- 
vorce. In addition to the second-hand 


The teen divorcee 
often finds she is no 
longer welcomed 


by her old ARO UD 


kind of feeling that you will always 
have, deep down, your social-and ey. 
eryday-life will never be the same: you'll 
meet adults who will look upon you as 
unfit to associate with their young 
daughters; you'll be snubbed by many 
in your own age group who will regard 











you as a “married woman” and out of 
their class; you will be considered 
“cheap” by some, just because you are 
divorced; and boys will try to seduce 
you because you’ve been married and 
“know what it’s all about.” 

For all of this I blame nobody but 
myself and my disobedience to my 
parents. 

I was fourteen when Johnny Hill’s 
family moved next door to us. Johnny 
and I became good friends right away. 
He was four years older than I and it 
made me feel grown-up and important 
having an older boy pay attention to 
me. He was out of school and had a 
job with the electric power company. 
Johnny was handsome and intelligent, 
and he soon became very popular about 
town. We dated occasionally and I could 
tell that he liked me, and during those 
first three or four months | convinced 
myself that I was in love with him. My 
heart would flip every time I looked at 
him or heard his voice. I spent most of 
my time thinking of him and of things 
to say to him. 

Johnny flattered me with his attentions 
and, like a lot of young girls, | became 
so infatuated that I could only live for 
the sight of him, for the sound of his 
voice. When he came home from work, 
I'd be waiting at the window to catch a 
glimpse of him, or to wave or call to 
him. And when I wasn’t thinking of him 
or talking to him across the hedges that 
separated our houses, I was chasing him. 
I knew all the places he went—the bowl- 
ing alley, the skating rink, the malt shop. 
I would often shadow him, to see that 
he wasn’t with another girl. I was full 
of childish jealousy; I’d be furious if I 
saw him talking to another girl. Now, as 
I think back over my tactics, I feel a 
sense of shame at how foolish and child- 
ish I really was. 

Like the night I followed him when 
he went to a movie alone. I guess he just 
wanted to have some time to himself that 


| night, without a certain girl hanging on 


| to him, but I couldn’t imagine that he 
» would be going out by himself on a Sat- 
| urday night. I had been peeping out 
the window when I saw him leave his 
_ house and head down the street, and | 

_ couldn’t resist the temptation to follow 
| and see where he went. I told my mother 
| that I had to go to the store, and then | 
| left, following far behind. Finally I saw 
: him go into a theater. I was desperate, 
3 feeling sure he was meeting another girl. 


I had to see for myself. But when I 
found him inside, he was sitting alone, 
quietly, watching the picture. He didn’t 
seem surprised when I sat down beside 
him—this was not the first time I had 
followed him. He just smiled at me ten- 
derly and whispered, “Hi, little shadow.’ 

Johnny, being older and wiser, said I 
was too young to be serious about him, 
that I had to think about school. But 
I wouldn’t listen. If he loved me—and 
he said he did—he’d want to go steady. 
Finally he agreed. I know now that this 
is often the case with young girls this 
age: they get a crush on an older boy and 
then do all the pushing. The boy may be 
wiser and more practical, but the girl 
doesn’t think of all this. 

It’s a funny thing, after you’ve been 
going steady for a few months, you begin 
to feel obligated. You can’t imagine life 
without the other person. That’s one rea- 
son many young girls so involved get 
married young. And then there’s the 
petting—one thing leads to another and 
the boy wants to continue and the girl 
doesn’t think she should and . . . But 
you tell yourself that when you’re mar- 
ried you won’t have these problems; 
marriage will take care of everything. 

That’s why, after going steady for 
fifteen months, Johnny and I got mar- 
ried—against both our parents’ wishes. 
I don’t think I'll ever forget how my 
Mom begged and pleaded with me not 
to, the hours she spent trying to make 
me see that I was too young for a step 
that big. But I had made up my mind, 
and | thought I was mature enough not 
to make a mistake like that. I was so 
sure that what I felt for Johnny was love, 
real love. 

We didn’t have a honeymoon trip, but 
we had found our own apartment, fur- 
nished, and half an hour after the cere- 
mony we loaded up the car and moved 
into it. 

Marriage at first was absolute bliss. 
We lived on love—we’d play around and 
make love and laugh and tease and have 
fun. I adored keeping house for Johnny, 
cooking his meals and waiting on him. 

Things went on happily this way for 
about a month, and then suddenly every- 
thing began to change. Now as I look 
back upon it, I know that the whole 
trouble with my marriage was that I was 
too young for it. Like so many teen- 
agers, I couldn’t distinguish between in- 
fatuation and love. I was so thrilled 
with the attentions of an older boy that 


no one could convince me it wasn’t the 
real thing. Then, like most teens, I was 
imbued with the idea of marriage as a 
solution to the sex desires and problems 
that present themselves. Of course, I knew 
what was supposed to happen in mar- 
riage and the results, but I didn’t under- 
stand that love and sex must go together 
in a good marriage. After the novelty 
of the honeymoon had worn away, I was 
frightened because there was no real love 
in my heart for the man I’d married. | 
felt as if I’d been suddenly awakened 
from a beautiful dream and found life 
dull and boring. And the thought of 
becoming pregnant frightened me terri- 
bly. I didn’t want a baby yet; I wanted 
to be back home with my parents. 

I guess the climax came one day when 
I glanced out the window and saw two 
of my former friends and classmates, 
walking happily along the street on their 
way to school. There was something 
about the way they walked, the free 
swing of their shoulders, the carelessly 
held books, the easy walk, that said, 
more clearly than words—look, I’m 
young, and ‘free, | have my whole life 
ahead of me, and 1 expect wonderful 
things to happen. Suddenly I saw, with 
an almost painful clarity, that | was mar- 
ried—and I was going to be married for 
the rest of my life! 

I grew tense and nervous; I became 
moody and irritable. I lost confidence. 
Then I began to feel self-pity. I’d think 


of how young I was to be married for 


Single men will often try to make a pass at 
a divorced woman because they feel she 
is more susceptible and “knows the score.” 


the rest of my life, and I’d think of all 
the good times I would miss, and I’d 
know that I would have to content my- 
self with Johnny, cooking his meals, tak- 
ing care of his house, while my friends 
went to college, enjoyed themselves and 
did all kinds of wonderful things. 

As time went by, I grew more indiffer- 
ent to my husband. He no longer thrilled 
me. I shrank from his touch. Frankly, I 
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$10 Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Display Kit 


Sent for $1 


Absolutely no 


BRINGS 
YOU 


‘10 


WORTH OF 


Lucky ffeart 


COSMETICS 


UCKY HEART COSMETICS 


MEMPHIS, TENN. 


this Offer Possible 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics will gladly send you this 
nationally advertised $10 Cosmetic Display Kit 
for only $1 postage — just to prove a point. 


The point is simply this: Over 11,000 average 
women and men have used this full-size $10 
Cosmetic Assortment to show and demonstrate 
Lucky Heart to their friends. By letting them see 
and try Lucky Heart Cosmetics they found they 
could easily get enough orders to earn an extra 
income of $50 to $250 regularly — even if they 
used only a few spare hours a week, at home, at 
work, after school or church. 


Anyone, you included, can easily make $50 to 
$250 regularly with this $10 Cosmetic Display 
Kit. We'll send it right to you for only $1. It 
comes complete with 6 full-size products, cata- 
log, samples — everything you need to start 
making money the day it arrives. To get your 
$10 Cosmetic Display Kit complete and pre- 
paid, mail the coupon and $1 for postage and 
handling now. Like 11,000 other people, you can 
become a welcomed and respected Lucky Heart 
Cosmetic Representative and earn $50 to $250 
starting with the day your $10 Cosmetic Kit 
arrives. Offer limited. Send your $1 and the 
coupon now. 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 
Dept. 2K. Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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———— = MAIL COUPON AND $f NOW! slates 


I lucky Meart Cosmetics 
Dept. 2K, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Please send my 


close $1 tc 


NAME. 





$10 Cosmetic Display Kit. | en- 
help cover postage and packing. 


ADDRESS. 





CITY. a... sa... 





[) PLEASE SEND ME MORE INFORMATION. 





ASK, AND YOU SHALL RECEIVE; 








1 WILL SHOW YOU HOW TO 
“SEE THROUGH” PEOPLE... 


Learn Handwriting Analysis at Home 


YOU CAN learn how to identify character and personality 
traits from ord nary handwriting. Grapho analysis helps you 
understand people, including yourself. Gain prestige, more 
success, gres »ersonal satisfaction. Exciting, uncro' 

career field for p — Give lectures, write articles 
do private on. Earn money full or sparetime. Mail 
coupon for F R E E tri al lesson and catalogs. No obligation. 


ee 


Umar. M. N Bunker, Dept. KN-124 sol | 


|] International Grapho Analysis Society, inc. 
Springtieid 4, Missouri 
nd me sam ple lesson and catalog, both Free. 
sman will call 





SEEK, AND YOU SHALL FIND 


The pleasures of life, love, 
money, good fortune, success 
and happiness may be yours if 
you ask and if you seek. Light 
“. a candle to the glory of God and 
i let Him lead the way. It is be- 
lieved by some that to burn in- 
cense and a fiery cross candle 
helps create a good religious at- 
mosphere when praying to God 
for money, peace in the home, 
success in undertakings, unite 
ple in marriage, etc. Cross 
Candle, Ritual Incense, Book 
and Parchment all for only 
$2.98. Sold as curios and re- 
ligious goods only. Send no 
money; just send name and ad- 
dress. On arrival, pay only $2.98 
plus C.O.D. handling charges. 
Cash orders ce 
CHURCH oo CO., Dept. 
3016 W. Van Buren St. Rone. 42, im. 














think that sex was one of the main roots 
of the trouble. My mother, like many 
mothers, never talked to me about the 
basic facts of marriage. Sure, I knew 
what was supposed to happen, but I 
didn’t understand how I was supposed 
to feel and react. Sex frightened me and 
I drew away from it. I have often seen 
Johnny’s eyes darken with anger when 
I’d turn away from his kiss. I think this 
is what finally led to our separation and 
divorce. My husband grew tired of com- 
ing to me night after night, his body 
throbbing with desire, only to have me 
turn coldly away. 

Johnny became extremely jealous and 
began to accuse me of having affairs 
with other men. “That’s why you don’t 
like me,” he’d shout. “I should have 
had better sense than to marry a kid!” 

The quarrels grew worse and we be- 
came more bitter every day. And then 
one day my husband struck me, during 
one of the quarrels. This was all the 
excuse I needed to pack my clothes and 
do what I had been wanting to do for 
weeks—go home to my parents. 

Mother and Dad were on Johnny’s 
side. Of course they had been against 
my marriage, but once it had actually 
happened they wanted us to stay together 
and make a go of it. When they saw, 
however, that I was determined to end 
it, they said they’d help me all they 
could to get myself straightened out if 
I decided to go back to school. They 
were happy to have me back, and that 
first day home with them was the most 
peaceful and happy one I'd known i in a 
long time. 

Johnny didn’t go back to his parents 
and I was glad, since they lived next 
door to us. I didn’t want to see him; — 
and I avoided his parents, too. I wanted — 


to forget everything and everyone con- ~ 
nected with my marriage. I wanted only _ 


to be the girl I had been. I didn’t hate a 
marriage—I planned to marry again ~ 
some day—but I would never rush into 
it again, and I’d make sure I was in love 
with the right man when I tried again— 
and that it was really love. 

A few weeks after 1 was home Johnny 
came over to see me, and I told him I 
knew that I didn’t love him. Perhaps he 
too was tired of the bargain, for he 
agreed to a divorce without a protest. 

What I wanted then was to go back 
to being the girl I used to be, to pick 
up where I had left off before. But 1 © 
soon found out, (Continued on Page 61) % 
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; hostess seeking unusual recipes 

to perk up her special occasion menu 
will be happy to see a variety of sug- 
gestions which feature instant nonfat dry 
milk crystals and evaporated milk. These 
milk products, available at most stores, 


not only add a new flavor interest to 
your old recipes, but also inspire you to 
try out new ideas in cooking. 


The pumpkin pie and candies shown 
below were made with evaporated milk, 
and its better blending qualities created 
an extra-smooth texture. The recipes for 
these and all dishes on the following 
pages can be found on Page 69. 
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Coconut almond cheese cake. Cheese 
cake, light and fluffy with whipped dry 
milk crystals, is excellent for parties. 


e cakes. Youngsters and oldsters alike will 
uares iced with fudge frosting and evapo- 
l'ry animal cracker garnish for kiddies’ 


parties. 


Creamed tuna and corn. A per- 

fect dish for group entertaining 

(left), creamed tuna and corn in 

popovers is economical and easy 

to prepare, made with nonfat 
dry milk crystals. 


Five minute honey-almond 
fudge. Two-tone candies of 
ground almonds and chocolate 
fudge (right) make a fine des- 
sert. Confections with evapo- 
rated milk are easy to make— 
no thermometers or soft ball 
tests are necessary. 








F you are looking for recipes appro- 

priate for fall entertaining, an appeal- 
ing selection of suggestions, including 
casseroles, pies, cakes and candies—such 
as the ones shown on these pages—will 
answer most of your needs. These dishes 
are easy to prepare, and delicious to 
taste. 

They are made with double-rich, bet- 
ter blending evaporated milk and light 
whipped instant nonfat dry milk crystals. 
Your guests won’t be able to help notic- 
ing the extra creaminess in your sea 
food casserole, or the satiny smoothness 
of your fudges, pies and frostings—all 
because of evaporated milk. 

And your desserts, light, fluffy mounds 
with an appealing airiness in texture, 
will bring ohs and ahs from delighted 
visitors and family—thanks to the magic 
crystals of nonfat milk. 

All recipes and pictures shown on 
these pages were provided through the 
courtesy of the Carnation Company. 


Salmon and rice casserole. For fall luncheons 
and supper parties, choose a combination of 
salmon, rice, vegetables, and evaporated milk. 


Orange chiffon squares. Serve chiffon squares, light-textured, delicious- 
tasting confections with whipped dry milk crystals, for Halloween festivities, 
or for that very important party that needs the special and unusual touch. 
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. load machine, small fry en- 
sistance, learn importance of 
and how to get them clean. 


Tags with washing, drying, finishing in- 
structions are important; make your own 
file of these, keep file box near washer. 





BANISH 
THOSE 
WASHDAY 
BLUES 







— women are still singing the 

washday blues because they have 
the mistaken notion that a washing ma- 
chine has an electric brain. They feed 
clothes into it as a statistician feeds facts 
into an electronic computer—and expect 
a continual flow of spotless clothes. But 
no washing machine, however modern, 


operates without the help of human 
knowledge and judgment, and the home- 
maker is still all-important. 

To get your wash clean, you ought 
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Properly dried, many garments need no ironing. 
Remove as soon as dry, shake out and hand-smooth 
to shape while still warm. Then fold and put away. 





to remember certain facts: 

Know your machine. Don’t guess, read 
the instruction book provided. 

Know your fabrics. Keep all tags and 
labels for new fabrics. 

Sort your clothes. Separate white from 
colored pieces, and make loads ac- 
cording to degree of soil and finishes. 

Watch water temperature. Adjust 
selectors to each batch of wash. 

Don’t overload the machine. Clothes 
need room to move around in the suds 
and rinses. Try to balance large and 
small pieces. 

Pre-treat soiled areas. Moisten heavily 
soiled spots, rub them with detergent 
suds, and let them soak. Stains that 
need chemical treatment should be re- 
moved before laundering. 

Measure soap or detergent. Just follow 
direction given on the container. 

Soften some pieces. Add all fabric soft- 
eners at the beginning of the final 

rinse cycle. 












A. 


Pre-treating heavily soiled areas ensures clean garments. Scrub neckbands, 
wristbands, pocket edges, hemlines, and dirty knees with stiff brush dipped in 
thick soap or detergent suds before putting garment into washtub or washing 
machine. 
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Longer hair may now be yours 


...nere is your 
=Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 



















* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 


“Thank goodness 
for New RAVEEN! 

— It makes my hair 

look longer, 

' more beautiful and 
more glamorous!” 


famous model and 
~e Bea 


Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beautiful RAVEEN display box. 
And you'll probably find thot the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN 7 ~ iss: sens 
$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and I5c for postage! to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you af once, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers—; your wholesaler hos not yet stocked 


New RAVEEN, send us his nome and address and we'll see that he gets some in 


at once. 
Money Back Guarantee — you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jor of New RAVEEN . . . or send the 


unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. + 1808 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, Ill. 











BEDTIME STYLES 
FOR LITTLE LADIES 


NEW FASHIONS in sleepwear offer a 

variety of fun for the younger set, 
with styles in pretty as well as practical 
fabrics. Little girls can be as feminine 
as they please in pajamas and nighties 
of rosebud-printed challis, trimmed with 
lace-edged ruffles for a dainty touch. 
Cozy-quilted robes with matching night 
gowns are perfect for lounging, watch- 
ing TV or bedtime story sessions on 










» _ Quilted challis robe (left) comes 
‘ # =< with matching nightie in flan- 
re 2. -nelette. Robe has peter pan col- 

ee 5 dar, patch pockets. Robe, $5; 

* own, $3.50. Quilted broadcloth 
ght) in bright red has 

““flower pot” pockets 

gued flowers ; costs $5. 
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FITS for the younger set now 
ave a “just like mother’s” grown- 
4k that little ladies love. Colorful 
sets in nylon Tricot that can be 
in the washing machine, need 


no ironing, and are comfortable 





() 








| ear-round wear are just what 
i r, as well as daughter, has been 
for. 

ttlest miss can go off to the land 
with pleasant dreams of sailing 
nd ocean trips in pajamas styled 
utical motif, and for the child 
wl ves the circus, an old-fashioned 
| ightshirt of toasty warm flannel comes 
| clown print. As shown on these 
| bedtime can be a fashionable 
| the kindergarten set. All night- 
Hi ir is by Her Majesty. 








Pajama set in cotton knit is adaptation of Cozy flannelette pajamas in pastel checks 
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s nightgown comes in a rosebud print. 


bon-trimmed yoke is topped with a 
peter pan collar. The long sleeves 


mline end in ruffles. About $3. 


a French sailor’s uniform. Pajamas are cut 
full to allow for sleeping comfort. $4. 


are trimmed with cotton eyelet laced with 
matching satin ribbon. Pajamas cost $3. 








“Grandmother’s nightgown” is fashioned for little girls 
in a gown of checked challis. Lace trimming and ruffled 
hemline give a feminine look that little girls love. Costs $4. 





WAR 
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Nylon Tricot pajamas with full smocked overblouse (right) 
are perfect for small fry lounge wear. Pants and blouse are 
in contrasting colors. $5. “Twilighter” pajamas (left) 
have top fashioned of brightly colored squares. Costs $5. 


ote etal 


Challis pajama set comes in a traditional rosebud print. 
The V-yoke is outlined by velvet ribbon ending in a tiny 
bow. Ruffles on sleeves match those on legs of pajamas. $3. 


“Pretty Sissy” pajamas come in a pastel check print. Dainty lace- 
edged ruffles trim the yoke, wrists and ankles. The pajamas are of 
challis, a fabric that is lightweight but very warm. Set costs about $4. 
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he latest breath- 
is fashions from 
id the world creat- 

top American 
European designers 
worn by beautiful 
NY high-fashion 


miss EBONY ’s 
Fashion Fair show- 

your city or city 
t you. 


ND, OHIO 
Se Masonic Temple 
RGH, PA. 
SS errs Hilton Hotel 
RISBURG, PA. 
mbmer 24. .State Educational Bldg. 
AVEN, CONN. 
ber 26... .Hillhouse High School 
MASS. 
mber 27. .Monticello Theatre Restr. 
SFIELD, MASS. 
nber 28....Municipal Auditorium 
RK, NEW JERSEY 
yer 29.........Mosque Theatre 
ELPHIA, PA. 
Sn ere Town Hall 


YORK, NEW YORK 


Skee Waldorf Astoria 


Designed for you... 


EBUNYS 
FASHIUN FAIR 


INTERNATIONALE 
oming lo your cily 





TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 


October 3...... War Memorial Building 
BALTIMORE, MARYLAND 
October 5..... Murphy Fine Arts Center 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 
October 6...Cramton Aud., Howard U. 


RICHMOND, VIRGINIA 


OS ee ee Mosque Theatre 
NEWPORT NEWS, VIRGINIA 

October 9...... Huntington High School 
ROCKY MOUNT, NORTH CAROLINA 

Getener 10... 6 6 058 O. R. Pope School 
DURHAM, NORTH CAROLINA 

Geer Be. ences Hillside High School 
CHARLOTTE, NORTH CAROLINA 

a = rrr Park Center Hall 
COLUMBIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 

October 14...... Township Auditorium 
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CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA 
Getter 1S... Fecsgsy hess County Hall 


SAVANNAH, GEORGIA 
October 16....Savannah State College 


AUGUSTA, GEORGIA 
October 17...A. R. Johnson High School 


MACON, GEORGIA 











October 18...... Municipal Auditorium 
BIRMINGHAM, ALABAMA 

October 19...... Municipal Auditorium 
CHATTANOOGA, TENN. 

eg | eee ree Howard School 
ATLANTA, GEORGIA 

October 22.......-+ Morehouse College 
TUSKEGEE, ALABAMA 

ke a eee Logan Hall 
MONTGOMERY, ALABAMA ; 

Getebar 25... 06005000 Arena Auditorium 
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Child Care: 





Tip-Top Health 


Makes 
Tip-Top Students 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


_ though the pleasant days of late 
summer and early fall are with us. 
we know that winter with its accom- 
panying colds and sore throats is prob- 
ably not far off. The 
school is a good time to have medical 
It’s like 


assurance policy . . 


beginning of 


check-ups for your children. 
taking out an 
assurance that you have done any nec- 
essary repair work on your offspring so 
that they won’t break down during the 
school year. 

It’s really amazing how much diffi- 
culty can be avoided through the simple 
precaution of a routine trip to the doctor 
and the dentist before school starts, or 
certainly early in the school year. Any 
teeth with small and insignificant cavi- 
ties can be taken care of before they 
develop into major problems and larger 
bills. The same thing is true of a child 
who might be just developing difficulty 
in seeing or hearing. Obviously. a child 
cannot learn well if he cannot see the 
blackboard or hear the teacher clearly. 
If the difficulty is spotted in time by a 
competent physician, often corrective 
measures can be taken which will allevi- 
ate long term suffering and difficulty. 

I cannot urge often enough that par- 
ents make sure that their children have 
had all of the essential preventive vaccine 
shots. Because we do not hear too much 
of the old childhood killers. it does not 
mean that they are not still lurking in 
the air waiting to attack the unprotected 
child. It is a good idea to have a “patch” 
test for tuberculosis, disease 
when it attacks young people. 

When you take your child for his 
medical check-up, ask your doctor any 
questions about special problems or any 
phase of your child’s general growth and 
development that might be of concern. 

With all of the questions answered 
and a clean bill of health, your child can 
start back to school with good prospects 
for a year unmarred by health problems. 


a deadly 





CASH IN on the BIG SWING 


to Sporty Clothes with Made-to-Measure 
Color-Harmonized Sport Coats and Slacks! “@ 


MAKE UP TO*4Q IN A DAY! 


MONEY-MAKING 
OUTFIT! 


Sport coats and slacks are hot! Now cash in on the big 
make as much as $40.00 in a day. 
Mail coupon below for Big FREE Outfit, containing 
scores of fine quality fabrics, sensational values in made- 
to-measure sport coats, slacks, suits, topcoats. 

You offer friends, neighbors, fellow workers sport coats %, 
made-to-meas- 
ure...look better because colors and fabrics 
are matched to harmonize. When 
youcan offer such made-to-meas- 

ure fit and style in sport clothes, 
, at surprisingly 
Ae low prices, no wonder you get 
‘*. "> orders right and left! Collectbig 
cash profit in advance on every 
= order. Build fine permanent income 

a <7 in spare or full time. Start now when the 


“ror FIRE 


swing to sporty clothes... 


and slacks that fit better because they’re 





suits and coats 


‘ te 


! STONE-FIELD CORPORATION, Dept. D-964 i experience needed. 


532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, il. 
I want to cash in on the big swing and make more 








} money. Rush details, Valuable Suit Coupon and 
Sample Kit with actual fabrics absolutely free | 
| Name ee | 
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big swing is on! No Sport Coats, 
Slacks, Suits, 

Everything simply Without Ic Cost! 


Our plan makes it easy 
for you to get your own 
personal made-to-meas- 
ure sport clothes, suits, 

topcoats without paying 
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earnings. You never invest 
a cent. Get details NOW! 
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4 NOT Sewing, Darning—but Reweaving 
# Actually Makes Holes, Cuts, Burns 
Disappear from Clothing and Fabrics 


See) Check big demand for Invisible Menders in your 


© learn and doat home. Makes moth holes, cigar- 
disappear 
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earnings up to $10 in an hour, with as Mississippi 
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All types for recordings, 
etc. Booming music 
business needs new song 
writers. Send poems now 
for FREE examination. 
ASCOT MUSIC, INC. + Studio 1-16 
6021 Sunset Bivd., Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Woman Nearly 
itches To — 


“I nearly itched to death for 
7”years. Then foundanew 
wonder-w orking creme. 
Now I'm happy,” writes ‘ 
Mrs.P.Ramsay of L.A. Calif. 
Here’s blessed relief from the 
tortures of vaginal itch, rectal ‘| 
itch, chafing, rash and 
eczema with an amazing 
new scientific formula er | LANACANE., This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
| inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists. 
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| Played A Cheating Game 


(Continued from Page 33) 


them. The fun of the game had gone out 
with Walter. I shuddered every time I re- 
membered it and what might have hap- 
pened if he’d driven home, or if he’d gotten 
stubborn at the hotel. 


[ sure wasn’t interested in any more 
dates, though. unless thev were the honest 
kind, so when Walter called Pat told him I 
was out and when he called back I pre- 


tended to be one of the other girls. 

He called several times. but each time we 
told him I was out and then he must have 
left again because there were no more 
eall 

You haven’t had a date for over a 
month.” Pat said. “You quitting?” 

“T think so.” I told her. “I’m tired of it. 
Besides, with my work and classes and 
everything, who has time for dates?” 

[ guess the presents don’t appeal to you 
now that you’re in the money,” Beth said. 
“Or do you feel you’re too good for that 
thing?” 

It’s nothing like that.” I told her. 
“Mainly. I don’t have the time. I'll be glad 
when these classes are finished.” 

Don’t you have to take the third and 
fourth semesters at all?” Pat asked. 

‘Only if I want to. Another class in busi- 
ness English, advanced spelling, and taxes. 
[ think I'll take them. They'll all come in 
handy at the office. And if something should 
happen and I lose my job, they might come 


sort of 


in real handy.” 

Beth stayed cool about the job and the 
dates. She had the definite promise of a job 
when she finished at one of the banks. The 
pay wasn’t as high as I got, but it was a 
good job. She’d passed the civil service and 
hoped to get something there. 

Pat was undecided. It was about this 
time that Pat quit dating the salesmen, too, 

nd that hit Beth hard. She had a lot to say 
ibout how maybe we thought we were too 
for that sort of thing. But Pat had met 
student at the college and she was 
dating in another way. Carl Franklin had 
ne to the college for a review in account- 


after his discharge from the army. 
He'd finished the course just before being 
drafted and he had a job waiting but felt 
he should take the refresher. 

Pat was so dreamy I was sure she had 
omething in mind other than a job when 
he finished, but I waited for her to say 
omething about it. I was far too busy to do 
more than glance at her romance now and 
then. And to feel a sort of pang that there 
was none in my own life. 

[ didn’t know any eligible men, for one 
thing. All | knew were married men. All 

1 in the office were married. All but 


Vir. Carson’s son, Greg, was working 


there. learning the mechanics hefore he 
came in for a partnership. He’d gone to the 
service after Jaw school and mostly he 
watched the others, made out some of their 
case reports and made himself useful in 
any way he could. 

Since I was learning, too, it was my job 
to take his dictation. Not that I objected. 
Greg Carson looked like a young lawyer 
should. Clean-shaven, average height, dark 
brown hair and clear coffee-and- 
cream skin and a sparkle about him that 
made people notice him. 

Especially the women clients who came 
in. But Greg didn’t pay much attention to 
them, except as cases to observe, and in 
each case he tried to outline the line the 
law partner would take. and the final 
decision. 

I enjoyed working with Greg, and in 
spite of telling myself he was just part of 
the job. I began to dream about him. Then 
he began to invade my daydreams, too, and 
I had to keep reminding myself to stay 
wide awake at the office. 

The first time he asked me to lunch hap- 
pened casually enough. We were working 
on a case report, and Greg was doing some 
research. That called for a trip to the li- 
brary to get some county history and he 
asked me to go along to take it down in 
shorthand as he read. 

“Tt will be so much faster that way,” he 
explained. “Then you can type it up and I 
can sift out what Jim needs. If I try to sift 
it out there, and get it down in longhand, 
it might take days.” 

So we spent the morning at the library 
and on the way back to the office he asked 
me to have lunch with him. 

After that he asked me to lunch several 
times and finally on a real date-dinner and 
dancing afterwards. [ was walking on air as 
I dressed. Maybe it wouldn’t grow into any- 
thing and maybe it would. But at least Greg 


eyes, 


was seeing me as more than the office 
furniture. 

I still don’t know what we had for din- 
ner. It could have been anything from saw- 
dust to ambrosia and it would all have 
tasted the same. Greg was at his best. wit- 
ty. charming, and he liked me. 

“We'll have to see a lot of each other,” 
he planned. “We talk the same language. 
How come you're still free from ties?” 

“I've been getting an education,” [ told 
him. “No time for ties.” 

“Tm glad,” he said simply and my heart 
soared. 

We saw a lot of each other the next few 
weeks. I forgot all about Walter and those 
other dates, except when I wore one of the 
ill-gotten gifts. Then I silenced my con- 
science by reminding myself they were 


cheating their wives by making the dates 
and should pay for it. 

I wore the fur jacket often on dates with 
Greg. It was made for dating and dancing 
and we did a lot of dancing. Greg liked me 
a lot, I knew. Maybe he was falling in love 
with me as I was with him. But Greg would 
never rush anything. He had to work in the 
office a year before actually going on any 
of the cases, then would have to work hin- 
self up. Schindler, Schindler and Carson 
was a conservative, time-trusted firm. 

I knew what was happening to me. I was 
falling for Greg so completely I would 
rather have dates with him than a marriage 
certificate with anyone else. 


V JED been going together about two 

months when it happened. The date 
started out like any other. Dinner in a spot 
we both loved. drawn out to two hours. then 
riding around for awhile, or just being 
quiet, enioying the warm companionship 
we had. Then one of the night spots for 
dancing. 

We sat in a booth, with gingerale and 
pop corn between dances, and we could 
hear four people in the next booth. The 
men at least had been doing some serious 
drinking. 

They were arguing about something and 
we overheard several words, Those words 
had a familiar ring and I remembered those 
dates | had made with Beth, and later with- 
out Beth. One of the couples left the booth 
to dance and the girl was Beth. So it was 
that kind of party in the next booth. 

“Let’s go, Greg,” I suggested, uneasy. 
Not that I didn’t want to see Beth, I just 
wanted to get away from the memory of 
those other dates when I’d been part of a 
group like that. Had we sounded like that? 

Probably. Married men out for a night 
like to get their money’s worth and that 
includes lots of drinks. Lots of everything. 
I shuddered and suggested again, “Let's 
go.” 

“Not 
dance a few more.” 

He stood up and I started with him. As 
we got even with the next booth the man in 
it lurched up. right in front of us, He 
solemn and_half- 


-o soon,” Greg protested. “Lets 


straightened, became 
bowed. 

“Sorry. Didn't mean to bump into you,” 
he looked up and I froze. It was Walter. 

“Oh, it’s vou,” he leered at me. “I might 
have known I could find you in a place like 
this when you weren’t ever home. Out with 
another sucker, eh?” 

Greg was looking at him as if he’d like te 
clobber him. but with a puzzled air, too. | 
wanted to get out of there. I wanted to go 
right through the floor. Walter moved 
closer and I hacked up, beside our booth. 
and he saw the fur jacket on the seat. 

He bent down and touched it. “You still 
have it. But vou never paid enough for it. 
You know that and I know that. Does he 
know?” he motioned towards Greg. “Girl 
like you... he should know. Does he know 
what kind of girl vou are?” 
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Will You Let Me Send You This Case 


of Full-Size Samples for FREE TRIAL 


to prove | can help you make extra money 


12 §5 90070$2000,%, ina MONTH? 


No Previous Experience Needed... Easy, Dignified 
Spare-Time Opportunity...You Can Qualify for Credit! 


Just write your name and address on the coupon below, tear it out and mail 
it TODAY, and I’ll send you this big box of famous Blair Quality Products 
(Cosmetics, Flavoring, etc. worth $4.69 retail). These actual full-size 
samples are only a few of the over-200 Home Products we make and 
sell—products every home needs, buys and uses every day of the year. 
I'll send you these Products for FREE TRIAL, postpaid to prove you 
can make BIG EXTRA MONEY introducing them to your friends, 
neighbors, relatives and others and taking their orders. 


Here’s a wonderful opportunity for you! You don’t need one bit 
of previous experience—and not even a lot of time. In just a few 
spare hours a month, you can make friendly calls on the people 
you like to visit, and you show them special bargain values, 
premium offers, and the finest of home needs. Best of all, you 
can qualify for CREDIT, and when you do, you can make 
money without putting up a cent of your own money. 


Just imagine! I'll help you start making good money—as 
much as $50.00 to $200.00 and even more in just spare 
time—to help you get the things you want, or pay off 
debts, or save for a rainy day. You work where and when 
you please, set your own hours, while you build up 

and add to your present earnings. 


Friends, Neighbors, Relatives, Fellow-Workers Love to Order from You 


Almost everyone you know will be 
happy to order from you. They’|l all 
welcome the ease and convenience of 
shopping at home for the things 
they need every day. . . instead of in 
crowded stores. And they’ll be de- 
















IN ADDITION to your cash 

earnings you can get Valuable 

GIFTS WITHOUT 1* COST 10 YOU! 
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lighted by the bargains and the spe- 
cial Premium Gifts you offer them 
every month. You make good money 
on everything they order... and you, 
too, get valuable Premium Gifts in ad- 
dition to your fine cash earnings. 


You Make Good Money Because You Have So Much to Offer 
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Good money isn’t all 
you get! You also can 


pet your choice of 
undreds of valu- 
able, useful, beauti- 
ful Premium Gifts—Table Lamps, Perco- 
lators, Clocks, Blankets, Sheets, Bed- 
spreads, etc.—all without 1¢ cost to you! 
As your orders grow, you make more 
money and you qualify for more and more 
Premium Gifts. What a wonderful way 





Yes, you offer the products every home 
needs and uses every day... Perfumes, 
Colognes, Sachets, Cleansing Creams 
and many other Cosmetics... Flavor- 
ings and Foods... Laundry Aids... 
Men’s Toiletries ... Products for the 


Bathroom Cabinet... Home Cleaning 
Supplies... over 200 quality products 
in all. What’s more, we add new and 
seasonal products to the line all 
through the year, to help you take big- 
ger orders, make even more money. 





to make money and get Gifts, too! 


Read What Other Exceptional 
Blair Dealers Have Done: 


$31.85 Ina Day! 
“I am a part-time Blair Dealer 
and have 175 satisfied custom- 
ers. I have made $31.85 in a 
day and have been able to pay 
bills I owed.” 

—Rev. T. M. Dixon, Ga. 


SEND NO MONEY 
Mail Coupon Today 


Simply tear out the coupon, fill it 
in, paste it ona postcard or put in 
an envelope—and mail it TODAY. 
As soon as I get it I'll rush you, 
postpaid, a few of my Home Prod- 
ucts (worth $4.69 retail) for FREE 
TRIAL. I'll also send you com- 
plete information about your op- 
portunity to make good money and 


BLAIR QUALITY PRODUCTS, 
Dept. 14 ET 
Lynchburg, Virginia 





Rush full-size samples of Blair Quality Products ($4.69 
retail value) for FREE TRIAL, plus everything else | need 
to make good money and get Valuable Premium Gifts, 
spare time or full time. 





$20.00 In a Day! 


“I was hounded by bills until 
I started to sell Blair Prod- 














ucts. They helped me get out get valuable Premium Gifts—plus Name 
of debt. I've made $20 in a everything else you need to start 
day and have about 225 cus- making good money the first day. Sittin 
= Don’t delay—mail Coupon NOW! sa 
—Mrs. Georgia Thomas, Mich. BI i Q lit Pp d t 
airwua roauctTs . 
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He turned to Greg. “Do you know what 
kind girl she is? Rotten. that’s what. 
Rotten and a cheat. You married, too? 
Must be. or she wouldn’t bother with you. 
Single men don’t have consciences.” he had 
trouble with the word and stopped, then 
went on, “Single men don’t have to pay 
off. Just us married men, and girls like her 
don’t pay enough.” 

I grabbed the jacket and got around 
Walter and headed for the door. I didn’t 

1 look at Greg. I just wanted to get out 
of there and I was hoping there was a cab 
in front so I could go home and let out the 


tears that were crowding so close. 

Beth had been wrong. The dates we 
made did cost us. after all. Maybe not for 
1 long time. but sooner or later. My eyes 
blurred and I tried to pick out a cab. Greg 


stepped up and took my arm, guiding me 
to his car. 

He didn’t start the motor. though. Just 
got in and lit his pipe. “Want to talk about 
what happened? Want to say anything 
ibout it?” It wasn’t a friendly question. 
Just a waiting one. 

What should I say?” 


“What is there to say?” 
I sighed. pushing back the tears. “IT could 
he was mistaken. That he thought I was 
omeone else.” 
Yes.” Greg nodded. “Or that it wasn’t 


yay it sounded. Or he didn’t buy the 
icket. Or that he was so drunk he didn’t 
what he was doing.” 
“He knew.” I said. Things were bad 
igh. I'd lost Greg and I knew it, but I 
going to lie out of it. Mom always 
aid two wrongs didn’t make a right and if 
I lied and Greg believed me the truth 
ld always hang over me. 


a ees 


?” Greg waited. 

[ dated like that.” I told him. “When 
Beth. Pat and I first started living together. 
Pat and I weren’t going with anyone else 

Beth made it sound easy. so we went 
“And it paid off handsomely.” he nodded 
irds the jacket. 
‘It paid off. But we didn’t. That was 
vhat he meant. We thought we played it 
Never paying off. Only I guess you 
ff anyhow. don’t you?” 
youldn’t know.” Greg said. 
1 a cheating game.” 
started the car then. and took me 
here was a lot more I could say. 


“T never 


ild say | had quit dating like that 
I got the job in his dad’s office. I 


say I never felt right about them. I 
say I never drank with the men and 

went farther than a few kisses. 
ildn’t say any of it. I had the jacket. 
Walter had recognized me and said those 
We'd heard the conversation in the 
No matter what I said. Greg’s pic- 

of me wouldn’t change. 

[ was glad Beth and Pat were out. I 
ldn’t hold the tears any longer. Greg 
had walked me to the door. waited until I 
said goodbye and that was it. 
When the tears were all gone I got up. 


ICKE d it. 





washed my face. folded the jacket and 
packed it into a box. and put it in the hall 
with a note to the landlady to give it to the 
thrift shop for her church. 

That helped a little. Not much. The 
worst was yet to come. I had to go to work. 
Had to go to the office. see Greg. perhaps 
take dictation from him. and remember all 
that we had begun. All that I had Jost be- 
fore I ever met Greg. 

I couldn’t do it. I’d have to call in and 
say I was sick. then find another job. 

That wouldn’t work. That would leave 
me without a job and without reference 
from my last place. That would give me a 
bad mark at the college. too. since they had 
found the job for me. 

I had to go to work, but how could I face 
Greg? 

I had to face him. Had to go to work and 
act as if he were just anyone else in the 
office. As if I hadn’t known his kisses, 
hadn’t known the beginnings of dreams 
with him. Dreams that could never come 
true. now. Greg had said he never had 
played cheating games. I had. 


WAS lucky that first day. The elder 

Schindler had decided to take Greg to 
court with him to observe the case they 
were trying, so he wasn’t in the office when 
I got there. 

When he came in. late in the afternoon. 
he nodded and that was all. 

Play it easy, Susie. I warned myself. 
He’s just someone who works in the same 
office. No more, no less. Pretty soon it won’t 
hurt any more to see him. Maybe in a hun- 
dred years or so. I’d waited a long time to 
fall in love and I wasn’t about to shrug it 
off lightly. I'd have to forget Greg. of 
course. But I wasn’t going to do it over- 
night. 

Greg was in court for a week and when- 
ever he came into the office he nodded and 
that was it. 

Then he was back again. and office rou- 
tine settled down. Now he was beginning to 
move up. Before long he would have his 
own secretary and I’d assumed that would 
be me. 

Only now it wouldn't. 

Somehow I managed to get through the 
first dictation Greg gave me and typed the 
letters. When I took them for his signature 
he nodded towards the chair beside his 
desk. 

I sat down, thinking there was more dic- 
tation. He finished the notes on his desk 
and sat. pen still in his hand. Maybe he 
was going to fire me. I thought. Could he? 

I didn’t know. I opened my mouth to say 
I would quit. he wouldn’t have to fire me. 
when he spoke. 

“T haven’t had a chance to talk to you. 
Susie.” he said. “But I’ve had a chance to 
do a lot of thinking. When did you... 
well, quit that kind of thing?” 

“The night I had the date with Walter.” 
I told him. “Before I ever came to work 
here. About a month before. After that 
night ... I couldn’t face it any more.” 
“What happened?” 


I told him. as briefly as I could. About 
Walter getting drunk and about taking him 
to the hotel. “I'd been fed up with the deal 
before that and seeing Walter that night. 
and seeing myself in the eyes of that hotel 
porter, finished it.” 

“But you actually kept the jacket he 
sent.” 

“Yes. Actually, I couldn’t send it back 
. . . I still don’t know where he’s from. | 
could have sent it to the hotel the next time 
he came to town. but I didn’t. I was weak. 
I know. The jacket was so lovely and | 
liked to wear it. Liked the feel of the fur 

. women are like that.” 

“Where is it now?” 

I told him what I’d done, and for the first 
time he looked up. His eyes were level. 
neither unfriendly nor friendly. Just quiet 
and looking at me as if he saw a lot more 
than my face. 

“There’s a good show at the Strand to. 
night.” he said. “How about dinner before. 
hand?” 

I bit my lip. I didn’t know how he meant 

As a friendly gesture? Because he was 
sorry for me and wanted to let me down 
easy? Because he wanted to try his luck 
where Walter had failed? Or as a begin. 
ning of what we had started before? 

“No strings attached,” he sensed my hesi- 
tation and the reasons behind it. “Dinner 
and a show and after that we'll have to see 
how things stand. I’m not saying it doesn’t 
matter, doesn’t make any difference in what 
we had started.” I’d known he felt it, too. A 
few more tears fell, deep inside. “It does 
matter and it makes a difference. What we 
have to know is how much.” 

“Yes.” We had to know that. How much 
difference. Did I dare see Greg? Did I dare 
start dreaming and hoping again only to 
find it made too much difference? 

I had to dare it because I wanted to see 
Greg any way I could, for as long as | 
could. Maybe all we would have would be 
a few dates, then nothing. 

That’s all I deserved. I knew that. But 
sometimes good things do happen. People 
get many things they don’t deserve. 

And Greg had a legal mind. A mind he 
was training to weigh all the evidence. im- 
partially, then make a decision. If I was 
lucky that decision would be in my favor. 

One thing sure, I’d learned a valuable 
lesson. You never get something for noth- 
ing. Maybe the price tag isn’t out in the 
open, where you can spot it a mile away. 

But it’s there and it’s the hidden pric 
that hurts. 

I'd like to have dinner and see the 
show.” I told Greg, and I crossed m} 


fingers. THE END 
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She Wanted 


(Continued fre 


Youngsters give you a lot of happiness.” 
He handed my groceries to me and saw 
my face. It must have been gray. A star- 
tled expression appeared in his eyes. I 
gasped, grabbed the groceries and ran. So 
Ken had had the baby over here! What 
was he doing, g Dallas with 
it? 

Out of breath. I plopped the groceries 
on the table and sank down in the 
Couldn’t I go anywhere without having 
Judy and her baby slammed into my face! 
Even the grocery store! 
supposed to endure a thing like this? | 
began jerking the curlers out of my hair. 
Perhaps I ought not to try any more. 
be it was time to dress. and go right now 
to see a lawyer and file suit. 

I dressed rapidly. wondering if | dared. 
but I put on the mint voile I'd 
planned to wear for supper that night. As 
I dressed. the fear hit again that if I took 
it to a lawyer, that would make it final. He 
might be glad to be free. I wanted him to 
want me, not her. So I pinned on mv big 
apron and broiled the steak. 

I never dreamed Judy would turn out to 
be like this when I first befriended her. 


roing all over 


chair. 


How long Was one 


mavy- 


green 


She was a new girl in our school. but a 
year younger. Her folk had moved in 
from the little oil town of Rankin. Texas. 


The principal introduced us, and asked me 
if I'd help her get acquainted. 
nice enough. 

I took her around to the hang-out where 
we kids gathered and introduced her to the 
crowd, She was kind of cute, tiny with short 
black hair curling around her face. big 
brown eyes that look at you like a sad dog. 
I liked her a lot, and we began chumming 
together. I felt sorry for her, Her 
father had been killed in an oil well explo- 
sion, and she and her mother didn’t have 
very much. I gave her some of my dresses 
which I'd outgrown; they looked smart on 
her, and I never did see how she did 

Then we began dating Ken and Sandy. 
Ken’s brother. At the time, I thought she 
liked Sandy best. because they paired off 
together. but now I could see she was al- 
ways stopping to talk to Ken. to whisper 
little things. It didn’ matter then. Ken 
and I were in love and we married just as 
soon as I finished high school. I didn’t see 
much of Judy anymore. She was working. 
still went with Sandy some, I but 
there was a crowd of young married 
women and I was going around with them. 
I wasn’t mad at Judy or anything, it just 
seemed we didn’t fit together anymore- 
and her free time was when Ken was home 
and wanted to do other things. 


She seemed 


too. 


guess. 


HEN suddenly Sandy was killed. A 


car crash when a group of kids were 
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returning from a Lamesa football game. 
Judy seemed to be broken up about it, and 
Ken started to comfort her a little. But more 
and more she began coming to him for ad- 
I objected after awhile, but it didn’t 
do any good. 


vice. 
I'd begin to hear reports of 
them being seen together. once at a hospital 
at a town about twenty miles The 
next thing we knew. Judy was expecting a 
baby and wouldn’t name the but 
folk looked at me. 

I kept telling myself Ken wouldn't do a 
thing like that. he was too fine, 


Besides. 


away. 


father- 


too well 


brought up. if he’d wanted Judy, 


he'd ask for a divorce. not—. I began beg- 
ging to move. if I could only get Ken 
away . 

That’s what I thought. And here Judy 


was in less than two months. with the baby! 


If Mother Watkins hadn’t made me take a 
look at and I hadn't 
keep my husband, I'd have been 
But I did love Ken, 
he was mine and I wanted to keep him. So 
in spite of the bubbling anger. I finished 
dinner and was ready 
home. 

He strode into the kitchen, grinning at 
me, then peaked into the broiler. 

“Tm starved, sure looks 

I managed to grin back, 


good long myself. 
wanted to 


to a lawyer long ago. 


my when he came 


good.” 

glad he couldn’t 
He looked at 
me with his eyes twinkling and for a minute 
| thought he was going to take me in his 


see the ache inside my heart. 


arms. I had a feeling he wanted to, but the 
thought of Judy sprang into my mind. 
Quickly. I got busy with setting the table. 


He hung up his hat. came to the table and 
pulled out a chair. Sitting there. he stood 
his knife and fork on end. 

“Feed me. 
mock severity. 


demanded in 
“I’m starved.” I could see 


woman.” he 


the laughter in his eyes. His gay fun drove 
the ache out of me and the meal was the 


nicest we had had together in a long time. 

\fterwards he helped me take the dishes 
to the sink. Ken always had done little 
thoughtful things to help me. I looked up 
at his tan face and decided it was because 
he had been the elder 
after 
sorrow over the 


brother and watched 

But because of his 
car wreck which took his 
life. I didn’t speak of 


his younger one. 
brother’s these 
things. 

(And he had 
his brother’s death. 
I thought it 


never been the same since 
Oh. at first that’s what 
but that was before | 
found out about her. I tried to think up 
little and failed. but I let 
him give me the bits of news that hap- 


was. 


some jokes, 
pened at the housing development where 
he was carpentering. For a second a warm 
peace began to steal over me and I almost 
forgot that another woman was trying to 
wedge her way between us. 
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He carefully wiped the sink dry and put 
the dish rag where it belonged as I hung 
ip the dish drainer. As I was hanging up 
tis apron, he turned and looked at me 
speculatively for a second, almost as 
though he wanted to tell me something. 

Yes?” I asked. encouraging him I 
hought 
thing,” and a film dropped over his 
I'm going out for awhile, don’t 


\ 
for me.” 

\gain, no matter what I[ did. nothing 

In spite of all I had done, he 

) leaving, going to her! Stunned. I 

vatched him take his hat. pick up his coat. 

» out the door. 

La ng to the window, I peeped to see if 
he left the building, just in time to see him 
running down the steps lightly. At least he 
vasn’t going upstairs. He entered the 


f 


drug store across the street. 

[ kept watching, wondering, and a band 

of tightness pressed around my heart. In 

minutes he came out. tearing open a 
pack of cigarettes, and headed back for 
tur apartment house. 

Quickly, I flopped into a chair and 
grabbed a magazine, listening for his step, 
hoping he had changed his mind about 
staying out this evening. But the band 
1round my heart was growing tighter and 
tighter, and there were no striding foot- 
steps sounding in the hall. With sick 
lread, I knew he’d gone upstairs. 

Mother Watkins was wrong. I knew sud- 
denly. It was time to do some action on my 
own part. I ought to go upstairs, swing 
open the door, and give both of them what 
they deserved. Up until Judy moved in, I 
could kid myself, pretend I was upset over 
something that did not exist. But when 
she and Ken were this brazen—I choked 
it the thought of seeing them together, of 
wiping away the last shred of doubt, but 
the ache and sickness inside of me told me 
[ couldn’t take it any longer. 


| PULLED on a dark coat and slipped 
feet into rubber sneakers. I wanted 
o be able to hide in the hall shadows if 
[ needed to. I'd snoop, then maybe, just 
iaybe I'd fling open the door and let them 
see me, or maybe I'd wait to decide what 
do. But it would be good to let them 
see me, let them face their own guilt. 
Breathing deeply with a knot of fear 
tightening inside me. I let myself out the 
loor and turned toward the back steps 
where I hoped I could slip up without 
being seen. Half way up an apartment 
screen door slammed. [ froze against the 
ill in panic, then caught my breath. 
\fter all, I thought, stiffening my back- 
[ was not the guilty one—they were. 
| forced myself up the rest of the stairs 
d crept steadily down the vacant hall 
intil I was opposite her apartment. A 
crack of light shone under the door and 
the radio music was soft. 
[ pressed my ear to the wall. holding 
breath, while my eyes watched the hall 
so that I would not be caught listening. 
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Inside soft laughter sounded, then I heard 
Judy speak. 

“His eyes are as black as yours, and 
don’t you love the way he clings to your 
finger?” I pressed hard against the wall 
and tried to calm the pounding of my 
heart. I must hear who answered her. 
Everything within me screamed—don't let 
it be Ken, don’t let it be Ken. I waited 
anxiously hoping heaven would answer my 
desperate prayer . . . but then I heard 
Ken’s deep throaty tones and any thread 
of hope I had was dashed to the floor. 

“Believe you're right. Judy.” he said. 
“Sure a cute youngster.” 

Miserably. I looked up and down the hall 
thankful it was vacant. I was too sick to 
open the door and confront them. I had 
to get away into a quiet spot of my own. 
A horrible awareness had come to me. 

The knot in my throat seemed to grow. 
all but choking me. In spite of the light. 
a heavy darkness clung to the room, and 
after I turned it out and crawled between 
the sheets. I turned and stared at the wall 
trying to freeze into a numb. little unfeel- 
ing cage that was void of pain. If I didn’t 
move, maybe things wouldn’t hurt so bad- 
ly. When Ken came in. I didn’t stir. But I 
lay all night long with my eyes open, look- 
ing at the wall. a half frozen strangeness 
inside of me. 

It was still there when Ken left for work 
the next morning. I[ had looked at him as 
though he were a stranger. marveling that 
he had had the gall to ask me to be nice 
to her. I had to do something. It was my 
home and Ken was my husband. No other 
woman was going to have him. I didn’t 
know how. but [ knew that. all right. But 
it was nearly four before the solution 
flashed into my mind. 

When.it came, it was so simple I sat up 
and laughed aloud! Why hadn't I thought 
of it before. I laughed with excitement as 
I remembered the morality clause of our 
rental contract. From overhead, I could 
hear the baby cry. and I laughed again. 
Soon they would be moving and it would be 
just us. And that was the way I wanted 
it to be. 

I jumped up. ignored my tumbled apart- 
ment. open the closet door and pulled out 
my most tailored dress and nicest gloves. 
I dressed as carefully as I had ever dressed 
in my life, put on my new hat. my prettiest 
earrings. My heart was still pounding and 
my throat was tight. but I felt better be- 
cause I had the solution in the palm of my 
own little hand. 

Our landlady herself opened the door 
and invited me in. We chatted about sev- 
eral things. then looking down at my skirt. 
and smoothing a wrinkle out of it, I 
plunged. 

“You know that morality clause in our 
lease contract?” I said slowly. as though 
it embarrassed me to tell her. My palms 
were wet and sticky and my heart was 
thumping until I was afraid she would 
hear it. Her eyes flickered and she sat 
up alert. 


“Yes?” she asked. sounding alarmed. [ 
fumbled with my gloves. 

“The woman in the apartment above 
me, Judy Anderson she calls herself. she’s 
not married.” I managed to blurt. “She 
never was.” 

“Oh” My landlady looked at me sharply, 
“You are sure of this?” 

“Yes, ['m sure.” I stood up quickly. I'd 
said what I'd come to say and all of the 
sudden I wanted to get back to the apart- 
ment at once. I couldn’t get out of there 
quickly enough. “I know. Her real name is 
not Anderson. She came from the same 
town we came from and she entertains men 
at night.” I didn’t tell her it was Ken, I 
couldn't do that. I walked to the door. She 
opened it, oddly stiff. 

“Thank you for telling me.” she said. tell- 
ing me goodbye. “You can be sure she'll be 
moving immediately.” As the door closed 
behind me. I tried to smile. I ought to feel 
real good, because I'd fixed her. hadn't [? 
[ wondered why I didn’t. 


” EN hadn't arrived by the time I got 
back. and I rushed about trying to 
straighten up the apartment and get some- 
thing cooked by the time he came in. I 
stirred up a quick dessert he liked out of 
the cooked apples I had in the refrigerator 
and took time to change into a cool or- 
gandy dress. 

I kept going to the window watching 
for him to come. Finally he drove to the 
curb, got out, picked up some _ packages 
and started up the sidewalk. The sight of 
the packages gave me a lift. 

“Maybe they’re peace offerings!” | 
whispered aloud and flopped down in the 
nearest chair and picked up a magazine. 
He mustn't catch me watching for him. | 
flipped it open and began reading a story. 
Only he didn’t come in. 

It was over a half an hour before he 
opened the door. and when he did, his arms 
were empty! 

[ stared at him. not wanting to believe 
what my thoughts told me. as he stomped 
over to where I was sitting. As he glow- 
ered, | shrank back into the chair. 

“Well, and what did you do with your- 
self today?” His voice was rough and 
strange. and heavy with sarcasm. [ laid 
aside my magazine and opened my eyes 
wide, trying to look innocent. He couldn't 
know if I didn’t tell him. but icy fingers of 
fear raced over me. 

“Don’t look so innocent,” he thundered. 
“I know what you've been up to.” I turned 
my head and looked across the room. After 
all. I wasn’t the one who brought in pack 
ages and took them somewhere else. ! 
couldn't see why he was so upset. If any- 
body should be mad, it was me. 

“I can’t imagine what your talking 
about.” I shrugged. He looked at me. 
turned and paced the room like a caged 
lion. Indifferently I stood up and started 
for the kitchen, but I didn’t reach it before 
he came back and caught me by the arms. 

“Tell me.” he thundered. “I know what 
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you've been up to.” His eyes narrowed. 
“What did you tell the landlady?” 
“You’re hurting my arm.” I pulled back 


icily. But Ken did not let me go. His face 


was dark and forbidding. All at once a new 
fear shot through me, filling me. 

“Tell me.” he demanded. coldly. He was 
too cold. as though he had never smiled at 
me before in all his life. I seowled back. 
biting the inside of my lip to keep it 
from quivering. But it wasn’t my fault. 
I wasn’t the one to blame. All at once | 
remembered the packages. 

“You've been to Judy’s.” I accused. It 
did not phase him. His brow furrowed and 
his eyes grew more piercing. 

“Yes. and found her packing and in 
tears.” He frowned as though he hated 
me. “The landlady gave her notice to 
move. You must have told her something. 
no one else could have.” 

I tried to look furious but I couldn't. I 
just nodded. 

He walked around me looking at me as 
though I were a snake or something. “Isn’t 
it sweet?” he muttered. Then he whirled 
and glared at me. “Just what did you tell 
her.” 

I turned my head away and looked at 
the floor. “Only the truth.” I murmured. 
acting as though I were the guilty one in- 
stead of him. I didn’t know what had come 
over me, hut somehow I was as trembly as 
jello. “Nothing else.” 

“T thought so.” he paced and ran his 
hand through his hair. “Yap. yap. yap. 
that’s all you know how to do. If you'd 
ever learn to keep your damn mouth 
shut—” That stung. I wasn’t the one at 
fault, he was the guilty one. Furious. I 
whirled toward him. 

“She made her bed. let her lie in it.” I 
stormed. “If you weren't so anxious to 
spend every minute up there with her you 
might discover I didn’t have so much to 
say.” Anger strengthened me. giving me 
courage and I slapped my magazine on the 
table. 

“Humph.” he snorted. narrowing his 
eyes. “If you were a wife one could talk 
to—confide in. without spreading a man’s 
thoughts like they were printed in a news- 
paper.” he started. then shrugged. “Oh. 
what’s the use.” 

I jumped toward him and caught his 
arm. He wasn’t going to end it that easily, 
[ was too mad for that. “And just what 
were you about to say?” T demanded. 

“Nothing.” His voice was like ice and 
his eyes were cold looking down at me. 
“Only, a wife should help a man with his 
problems instead of fighting him.” 

“Help!” I shrieked. “Help! He asks a 
wife to help him because he got into trou- 
ble with another woman and there’s a 
baby!” 

He stopped still, his eyes probing me 
like cold steel. 

“What di id you say?” Under his steady 
glare, I cowered. I wanted him to scream, 
to thunder his denial, but his eyes bored 
through me like bullets. 
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“Repeat that,” his voice was like a whip. 
“Repeat that, [ said.” All at once the an- 
ger drained and I was frightened. I’d been 
fighting so to keep my marriage, was it 
breaking up anyway? I'd never seen him 
like this before. He took a step toward me 
and I shrank back, my eyes still on his 
face. 

“Well, who is the father of Judy’s 
baby?” I defended myself. He caught me 
by the shoulders, his hands tense. I tried 
to calm the shaking that took hold of me. 
Why was I so scared, it was my home I 
was defending, wasn’t it? Ken was my 
husband. “You are not denying it, I 
notice,” I quavered. 

“That does it,” he held my shoulders 
tight, taking steps forward, forcing me to 
walk backward. His eyes never left my 
face and there was a thin, white line around 
his mouth. 

“I’ve had all I’m going to take from 
you,” he said again, after a long pause. 
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“All. Do you understand that?” He 
shoved me down roughly into a chair. Ken 
had never manhandled me before in all his 
life. I sat there stunned. almost unbeliev- 
ing. He turned, grabbed his hat, and 
stomped out of the apartment, slamming 
the door behind him. 

Shocked, I stared at the door. The 
emptiness of the room appalled me. Was 
Ken walking out? Was our marriage over? 
Had I, by my actions, done the very thing 
Mother Watkins had warned me against, 
had I driven him permanently to her arms? 
I groaned. 


HEN I settled myself to wait. The eve- 

ning dragged. He did not return. I 
went to bed, determined not to let him 
notice I was upset when he came in, but he 
did not return. The night crawled by, long, 
heavy and slow. 

As the morning dragged, I heard foot- 
steps above me, the sound of voices. Had 
Ken spent the night there? After awhile 
all was quiet. I dragged about the rooms, 
halfheartedly doing my work, but I couldn’t 
care about it, it was just something that 
gave me motions to go through. The min- 
utes mocked me as they dragged. 

Upstairs I noticed the baby had begun 
to cry and automatically I listened for the 


sound of running feet to get it, but there 
was only silence. The cries sounded so 
strange and jerky, frantic, pushing, whim. 
pering cries that frightened me. All at 
once I began running. I hurried upstairs 
to Judy’s apartment as though it were on 
fire. feeling that something terrible was 
wrong. I didn’t know what, and felt I’d be 
feeling silly when I dared to look in, but 
a compulsion I didn’t understand pushed 
me. I tried the door. 

It was not locked, but gave way as I 
pushed. I flung it open, looking for the 
child and what I saw made my blood run 
cold. The baby was not crying now, just a 
sniffled whimper, but his tiny face was 
red and his head was caught between the 
slats of the crib. 

My heart dropped to my toes as I leaped 
to the bed and putting my hand on the 
child’s head. supporting it the best I could, 
I tried to maneuver it back from between 
the slats. How had he ever been able to 
get it through? With an angry gasp, I 
jerked one loose, freeing the baby, and 
picked him up. 

Holding him in my arms, I cooed until 
he grew quiet and comfortable, then I 
looked about the apartment, Judy was not 
there. 

She had left her baby alone in this 
empty apartment. And he had almost been 
killed. I found a chair, and whatever I 
thought of Judy before, it was even worse 
now. not only was she a thief, but a mur- 
derer as well. It wasn’t her fault the baby 
wasn’t killed. 

The baby cuddled against my shoulder 
and as I rocked him I was shocked to see 
how anxious I was about him. I ought to 
hate this baby, but I didn’t. 

Reaching up, my hand patted him softly 
on his small back and a warm, tender feel- 
ing began flowing through me. As the baby 
relaxed. a peace flooded me, seeping in at 
first so slowly I wasn’t aware of it, but it 
swept out the ache and- hurt, prying it 
away and all at once, I was on a great big 
island of peace and everything was all 
right. 

Glancing toward the door knob, I saw it 
turn, and I tensed. The door opened and 
Judy stood there. her eyes growing wide 
and startled at the sight of me, her arms 
filled with bundles. She laid them down 
and tiptoed around to see if the baby was 
asleep. as I knew he was. Then she looked 
at me. 

“Where’s Alice, my baby-sitter?” she 
asked in a whisper. 

“Where have you been,” I whispered, 
not bothering to keep polite, “practically 
letting your baby be killed?” I jerked my 
head toward the bed. 

Judy looked at the bed, and I saw the 
horror leap into her eyes. She ran to it, 
examining the broken slat. 

“What happened?” she looked at me 
with such distress I softened in spite of 
myself. As I told her, all the blood drained 
from her face, leaving her as white as 4 
sheet. 
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Eva,” 
“How can I thank you? 
helps me, and now you.” 


“Oh, 


chair. 


sinking into a 


First Ken 


she gasped. 


Ken? The reminder of him made the 
prickles of my skin rise. -I had almost been 
at peace. but now—. Then her words sank 


through. I looked at her sharply. accus- 
ingly. 
“Just help?” I murmured. Her eyes 


read my meaning, and again horror filled 
them. 
“You—you don’t mean that you thought 
that—. Oh, no! I didn’t think that you 
would have believed .” she fluttered her 
hands helplessly. The ache that had re- 
turned to my heart kept my voice harsh. 


“What else was I to think?” I de- 
manded. 
“Oh.” Scarlet-faced, Judy dropped her 


eyes and fingered the folds of her skirt. 

“Mike is Ken’s brother’s baby.” she 
said in a dull whisper. “We plan- 
ning to get married when he was killed. I 
knew that Ken guessed. and it was why he 
helped me so.” 

Stunned, I stared at her. Ken’s brother? 
All at once I felt ashamed 
barrassed. I reached out my free hand. 

“Oh. Judy. forgive me.” 
dering if it were possible that she could, 
or that Ken could. 


were 


and em- 


I begged, won- 


“I’m the one.” Judy’s head was still 
ducked, “to ask your forgiveness. How 


awful you must have felt didn’t think 
...” A knock on the door interrupted 
her. She went to it with a sigh of regret 
toward me. I sat still, holding the sleep- 
ing Mike. 

As she opened the door, Ken spoke. 
“T’ve found you a place, Judy.” he said, as 
he entered. 

clutched the baby and waited agon- 
izingly until he discovered me, sitting there. 
When he saw me he stopped, stunned. Judy 
pointed out the broken bed. 

“Eva’s saved Mike,” she murmured soft- 
ly. “She evidently found him just in time.” 
Her big eyes looked up at Ken. “I couldn’t 
have lived through losing Mike, too.” Ken 
looked at her, patted her shoulder awk- 
wardly, then looked at me. 
soft and warm and tender. 

“Thanks, honey.” 

It was all he said, but it was enough. I 
knew everything was all right between us 
now. I got up and gave the baby to Judy. 
Then I turned to him. 


His eyes were 


I let my love 
of him shine through so he could see how 
“this 
is there an 


THE END 


“This place you’ve found,” 


much I wanted to help from now on, 
place you’ve found for Judy. 
apartment there for us, too?” 





Why Husbands Desert 


(Continued from Page 35) 


suburban sections of town. They seemed 
an ideal couple. though childless. So no 
one was more shocked than the wife when. 
one ordinary Tuesday evening of an ordi- 
nary work week. Robert K. simply did not 
come home from work. He 
home, again, at all. and hasn't to this date. 
Police investigations and the Missing Per- 
sons Bureau could find no trace of him. 

“I don’t know what happened.” Mary 
wailed, to friends and to her lawyers. “He 
seemed to be perfectly happy. but he al- 
ways said he wanted to go on a tramp 
steamer around the world. 
silly like that. He wouldn’t do anything 
like that—or would he?” 

Would he? Who knows for sure? The 
quiet little bookkeeper. if it were his intent 
to escape, had made his plans so well that 
he did not fall into the group of deserting 
husbands that is 
enced investigators would probably agree 
that somewhere, on the deck of a boat. o1 
enjoying some alien harbor. is the former 
bookkeeper, Robert K.. who has fulfilled 
his desire to escape. 

There’s a little escapism in all of 1 
What holds us back? Tradition. conven- 
tion, a sense of obligation. What is the 
straw that breaks the camel’s back? What 
is it that provides the little extra incentive 
needed to make the husband desert? Per- 


did not come 


or something 


easily located. Experi- 


haps it is that one worry too many over 
an unpaid bill: 
of trouble with an in-law; perhaps it is 
only the desire to fulfill a 
tion, or the old itch, wan- 
derlust. Too. there are many other miscel- 
laneous reasons which do not fit into either 


perhaps it is the pressure 


life-long ambi- 
the urge to go 


of these categories that investigators feel 
are the major causes for desertion. What- 


psychologists and social 
workers feel that a disappearance is sel- 
dom the resuit of a sudden inspiration. The 
missing husband takes a long time to make 


ever the reason. 


up his mind. 

The then, 
many and broad, and are possibly the ev- 
eryday many husbands. 
Does this mean that most men are heels, 
and ready to skip out on the mortgage 
and TV payments? The experienced in- 
vestigator and tracker of vanished spouses 
is bitter. At any 
rate, it is the smart wife who does her best 
or never begin, the fuel for the 
launching pad that might send her hus- 
band into orbit. She does not nag about 
bills; she curbs the in-law situation; 
makes herself, her children and her home 

happy unit to welcome him. And if he 
feels he “has to get occasionally,” 
she lets him go—but still with a firm grip 
on her end of the line. Ten to one she will 


not have a missing husband. THE END 


reasons for desertion. are 


experiences of 


and inclined to say yes. 


to remove, 


she 


away 
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The Ways Of A Woman 


(Continued from Page 11) 


up and throw myself on her mercy, beg 
her to give me a date so I could save face. 
I would appeal to her sense of pity. 

[ got up and headed for the door, but 


[ could get out Scotty had come 
his face mirroring concern. 

“Bad news,” he said. “Some big mouth 
spilled the bean’s to Clarissa’s roommate 
and she told Clarissa. That chick said she 
wouldn’t go out with you if you were the 


1 
betore 


rushing in, 


last man on earth, says she can’t stand 
conceited men. She’s up in her room in the 
dorm now, and she won't answer the phone. 
[ think you’re in trouble, man.” 

He paused for breath, then went on, “All 


the girls have heard by now. so if you don’t 
get your date, more than just the frat 
house will know. They’re taking bets all 
ever the campus. You’ve got better odds 


on the girls’ side.” 
Well, there was nothing to do then, abso- 
lutely nothing. I couldn’t leave the library 
that could be disastrous. But I couldn’t 


stay in here—I had to get some kind of 
plan. The only thing I could think of was 
to get to -somehow. But not by 
phone, that wouldn’t do any good. 

[ left the library by the side door and 
hurried over to the girls’ dorm. She 
wouldn’t see me if I announced myself at 
the desk, and everybody would know I had 
tried and failed. So I did the only thing I 
the thing any red-blooded college 
bey would do—TI sneaked in the back door. 

Once inside, I hurried stealthily up the 


Clarissa 


could 


back stairs. Luckily almost all the girls 
were out. On the second floor I checked 


the blueprint but her name wasn’t there at 
ill. On the third floor I had better luck— 
she was listed in Room 307. I almost 
bumped into the housemother when I 
corner too fast, but I stepped back 
just in time. When I finally found her 
room | paused. I hadn't the slightest idea 
what I would say. but I knew I had to see 
her 
I knocked softly on the door. There was 
rustle from inside, and some other 
then the 


turned a 


ifHed sound. and door was 

Yes?” she said, and I found myself 
thinking: Clarissa Helene Walters is a 
uty. She had soft brown hair and 
creamy tan skin, and the 
iful deep brown eyes I had ever seen. 


moott most 
Her figure was something too, especially 
fitted slacks she was wearing. 

* she started to 


vit the 
there something 


hen her eyes narrowed and she said, 


Oh, you’re that boy that calls himself 
Casanova. What are you doing here? You 


ild get into a whole lot of trouble, you 
know that?” 
| know,” I said. gently forcing myself 
ide her room and closing the door be- 
“I’m appealing to your sense of 


dignity not to report me——how would it 
look, a nice young girl like you with a 
man in her room.” 

Once inside I breathed deeper. I was 
here, now all I had to do was charm her 
into a date. That shouldn’t be too hard, 
after all chicks just naturally dug me, and 
even Clarissa was basically just a chick. I 
forgot about my earlier doubts; if I had 
listened to the other guys before, I’d never 
have become “Casanova.” When you lis- 
tened to them you started to think like 
they did, and then you became just another 
clod. I was different—I had found the 
secret. Confidence. Once you had confi- 
dence you could have anything you wanted 
—even Clarissa. 

“You're a fine looking chick.” I said, 
letting my eyes roam over her body. “Now 
what’s this jazz about you're not going out 
with me?” 

“You haven't asked me,” she said flip- 
antly. “When a man wants a date with 
me, I don’t want him to send his little 
messengers. If you want a date, why don’t 
you ask, yourself?” She was eyeing me 
with interest. and I knew I was getting to 
her. 

“All right. sugar. I’m asking. How about 
tonight—eight o'clock.” 

“Fine. Pick me up here.” I had scored! 

I was walking on air when I left her 
room. I didn’t even look out for that 
housemother. I just floated out of the 
dorm and onto the campus. It was easy 
to let the whole college know that I had 
got my date—TI just told one guy, and in 
ten minutes flat I was the biggest cat on 
campus. I strolled over to the frat house, 
followed by hordes of guys eager to hear 
how I had done it. hanging on to my every 
word. 

“It’s really nothing.” I said, taking out 
the pipe that I always carried but almost 
never smoked. 

Well. for the rest of that afternoon I 
held court in the frat house. I won’t say 
that every cat in the college came to pay 
his respect—that might be a slight exag- 
geration—but the place was always over- 
flowing. They listened. they hung on my 
every word, some of them even took a few 
notes, and they all envied me. 

That evening I showered and 
with meticulous care. I slathered myself 
with after-shave lotion—I don’t 
shave more than once a week but there 
just require it. 


dressed 
have to 


are some situations that 
When I was through dressing 
ing my manly tweed jacket 
tion in my buttonhole and lit my pipe 
and then I emerged. The whole house was 
waiting for me, and they all wished me 
good luck as I left. 

I strolled over to the women’s dorm and 
was admitted immediately. 


I was wear- 
I put a carna- 


“Could you tell Clarissa I’m here. 
child?” I said to the girl who was at 
the desk. 

“Clarissa. your date is here,” the girl 
said over the phone, and I thought it must 
be my imagination that there was some- 
thing odd about her voice. 

There was a buzzing kind of sound from 
one of the rooms on the first floor, but | 
didn’t pay much attention to it because 
just at that minute I heard somebody com- 
ing down the stairs and I waited breathles-- 
ly at the foot for my vision of loveliness. 

The first glimpse I caught I looked 
away because the girl just didn’t register 
at all. But when I looked again it was 
Clarissa, and I could only stare, with my 
mouth My vision was wearing a 
faded, much-tvo-large sweat shirt that had 
stretched completely out of shape, and 
dirty, baggy. paint-smeared dungarees. She 
had dirty sneakers that her toes were com- 
ing out of, and her hair was completely up 
in those weird big roller things that make 
girls look like they just stepped out of a 
space ship. She had absolutely no make- 
up on and there was a smear of dirt on 


open. 


one cheek. 

“Hi, lover.” she yelled before she was 
halfway down the stairs, “I was just clean- 
ing up my room. | hope you don’t mind the 
outfit, you said casual.” 

I just stared. “How you been, baby?” 
she asked. giving my shoulder a gentle 
shove that nearly pushed me over. As she 
came closer, | became painfully aware of 
a rather embarrassing odor. 

“Some of us were having a snack up- 
stairs,” she explained when she saw me 
wrinkle my nose and step back. “Just a 
couple of sandwiches. Boy, they sure put a 
lot of garlic in salami, don’t they.” 

I was about to flee when I suddenly be- 
came aware of muffled snickers and giggles 
coming from the room that I had noticed 
before, and then suddenly what seemed 
like fifty million girls. all in various stages 
of hysterics. collapsed into the room. 

“Where are you going on your date. 
Casanova?” one of them shrieked. 

“Clarissa could hardly wait for you to 
come.” another yelled. “She spent hours 
getting ready. It’s her first date with a 
real man.” 

“How do vou like your date, Cas?” an 
other one giggled. “She was so happy you 
asked her.” 

Right about then. I fled. 

Well, that was a few days ago. and 
things have finally ealmed down, The gitls 
told me that they got together and cooked 
the whole thing up. Clarissa still doesn't 
she’s being faithful to her 
guy in the air foree—and since then noe 
body has bothered her. She said she 
agreed to the scheme because the girls all 
wanted to teach me a lesson. And you 
know something? I’ve learned it: I'm still 
Casanova, and most girls really dig me— 
but there are some girls that you just don! 
and one of them is Clarissa. 


THE END 
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A Divorce At 17 


(Continued from Page 40) 


with bitter disappointment. that life wasn’t 
the same. I simply didn’t feel the way I 
had before my marriage; I had lost my 
youthful enthusiasm for 
clothes. and dates. I felt old before my time. 

And I found out that many of the 
ents objected to their sons and daughters 
being too friendly with a married woman. I 


parties. pretty 


par- 


discovered this one day when I called upon 
one of my former girl friends. Ruth was 
out. and her mother explained nicely. but 
frankly, that she didn’t think it would be 
good for Ruth, for us, to be 
friends. “You’re a married woman now,” 
she said. “You belong in the young ma- 
trons class. Your friendship might not be 
such a good influence on Ruth...” 

I also found that the boys I had grown 
up with- 
me as brothers 
indifferent. It was just as though I had 
become a stranger to them. that is. 
But there were others more aggressive. the 
ones who began making seductive advances 
to me on the sly. I bitterly recall one such 
incident on a date I had with a boy I had 
known for years. 
one night and on the way home he drove 
out to the park and stopped the car in a 
secluded spot. When I objected. he ex- 
plained that he just wanted to “talk.” He 
pulled me into his arms. I twisted away 
from him and told him to behave himself. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked sharply. 
“You've married—you know the 
score. You shouldn’t mind at all.” He tried 

force his and | 
slapped his face and got out of the car, 
furious and humiliated. I walked home. 

I was divorced in the spring. and. al- 
though I dreaded it. I was determined to 
go back to school. But I was beginning to 
wonder how much longer I could endure 


such close 


-some of whom were as close to 
-suddenly became shy and 


Some. 


He took me to a movie 


been 


advances upon me. 


the snubs, insults and whispers behind my 
hack, School. however. proved to be more 
pleasant than I had anticipated. My former 
teachers were still there. and they gave me 
a warm welcome. I took courage from their 
friendliness and made up my mind to start 
anew life altogether for myself. 

Things are much better now. There are 
enough classmates who warmed up to me. 
who are now my good friends. so that I 
don’t mind the many who didn’t. I am still 
a “divorced woman,” this is something that 
nobody, inc luding me, will ever forget. But 
it's not so bad as it was. Now that I realize 
what I wanted couldn’t be I managed to 
adjust to things the way they are. 

I'm hot against marr iage: 
ty again some day, but 
really be sure. 
teenager now 


courtships and late marriages, 


: I plan to mar- 
next time [ll 

I’m an older and 
-one who believes in long 


THE END 


wiser 
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e skin. 
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POEMS 


Wanted To Be Set To Music 
by America’s Largest Song Studio. 
Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 

VE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS, 
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*10* WORTH 
Famous LONG-AID 
Products 





» for only 1 


Get this BIG, BEAU- 
' TIFUL KIT full famous 
Keystone-Long-Aid cos- 
metics—$10.19 VALUE, for ONLY $1.00 (to 
help cover cost packing, handling, etc.) Just 
Show It and make BIG MONEY—$100—$200 

$300—regularly, selling Keystone-Long-Aid 
products in spare time or full time! HERE’S 
WHAT YOU GET: 7 regular, full size pack- 
ages popular, nationally advertised products, 





including Long-Aid K-7, Bleach And Glow 
Crea . everything you need to start making 
m ‘ the day you receive your Kit. You need 
no experience—we show you HOW to sell. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, relatives, 


members your church. Send $1.00 TODAY— 
with your name, address—for your $10.19 value 
Keystone Kit and full details, sent POSTPAID. 
VO C.O.D. Hurry! Offer Limited! 


KEYSTONE COSMETICS, DEPT. 2-K 
P. O. BOX 2026, MEMPHIS, TENN. 
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To Give My Son A Name 


(Continued from Page 25) 


golden hours. His presence 
thrill I hadn’t felt before. 

On the third day he asked for a date. I 
hoped my acceptance didn’t sound to 
eager. If my voice betrayed my heart. then 
Andy knew I was bubbling inside. 

When I told Mom the wonderful news. 
she was calm at my jubilation. “You're a 
said. “and 


gave me a 


woman now, Cynthia.” she 
ready for marriage. Be careful with this 
Andy.” 

“You'll like him,” I reassured her, 


knowing she was thinking about my father 
who had loved her falsely and left her 
broken-hearted. 

That night when Andy drove up in his 
old sedan, I introduced him to Mom. We 
all sat in our little living room and talked 
for a while. When we left. I knew Mom 
had changed her feelings toward Andy. 
You couldn't be with him long without 
liking him and knowing he was dead on 
the level. 

We saw a movie, after which we sat in a 
quiet cafe and talked. Andy told me how 
he’d grown up in an orphanage after his 
family died during an influenza epidemic. 
At the home he’d studied shop work and 
mechanics because he was crazy about ma- 
chines. During his two years in the army, 
he’d kept the cars and tanks rolling. 

I didn’t mean to be deceptive with Andy. 
it was just that I didn’t think it the right 
time to tell him about myself. I just said 
that my father left Mom and me years 
ago, and that we’d lived alone. Mom work- 
ing to send me through school. Now that 
I had a job I was making her take things 
easier. 

After that night Andy 
gether often. The nights he worked, I 
thought I’d die of loneliness. Sometimes 
I'd take Mom to a show. or we'd walk in 
the park. Mom had changed a lot lately. I 
thought once she gave up working, she’d 
perk up and be lively. Somehow. she 
hadn’t come through as I’d hoped. When 
I told her she ought to see a doctor she 
said she would soon. 


and I were to- 


HEN Andy told me he loved me. and 
asked me to marry him, my happiness 


I'd loved him 


the soda 


was like a dream completed. 
since the day we first met at 

fountain at Taylor’s. It would be 
ful being Andy’s wife. 
dren. I felt dreamy inside when | thought 
of a little boy like Andy. with Andy’s 
beaming smile, and Andy’s name to protect 
him from people like Gertie Grimes. Think- 
ing of Gertie again, I jerked myself from 


wonder- 
mothering his chil- 


Andy’s warm embrace. 


“Darling, there’s something I must tell 
you.” I said. And then I told him the truth 


about myself as Mom had told me that 
day I'd run home from school with such 
an ache in my heart. 

“Tt doesn’t matter. 


Cynthia.” he said. 


“Nothing could make me stop loving you.” 


Mom was pleased about Andy and me. 
and said we were wise when we told her 
we'd decided to wait a while for the wed- 


ding. We'd both keep on working, and 
(Andy. expecting a raise soon, said he'd 


shop for a house, and make a dewn pay- 
ment. 

“It must be big enough for you. Mom,” 
Andy said. “Cynthia and I want you to live 
with us.” 

Mom just smiled, but I grabbed Andy 
and hugged him. “No wonder I love vou,” 
[ said. 

Andy found just the house we wanted, 
close to town, but far enough away so we 
wouldn’t hear all the noise. 

“We won’t have to worry about the kids 
getting in the way of traffic.” Andy joked 
when he took me out to look the place 
over. “And there’s room for a garden and 
lots of flowers.” 

When we had time. Andy and I were 
busy with our dream house. He checked 
the wiring and added some new plumbing. 
I cleaned and papered and Mom helped 
me make pretty curtains. Life was like a 
sweet melody. Andy said we ought to be 
able to get married by Thanksgiving. 

Then tragedy struck. Mom passed away 
late in August from a heart attack. The 
doctor who had been treating her said that 
she knew her condition was serious, but she 
hadn’t told me. Mom was that way. bear- 
ing her troubles alone, hoping to shield me 
from worry. 

If I hadn’t had Andy to lean on, I guess 
I would have gone crazy with grief. Along 
with a little help from my boss, Mark Tay- 
lor. Andy made all the arrangements for 
the funeral and burial. When I saw the 
flowers he’d ordered. with the word MOM 
stamped on the white satin ribbon. I cried 
until there were no more tears to fall. 

With Mom gone, I felt a greater need for 
Andy’s love. He was all I had. Why should 
we wait to be man and wife? I needed Andy 
now, his strong arms around me at night, 
comforting me. 

Most of all I wanted a baby—Andy’s 
baby with Andy’s name. A little boy or 
girl to care for and love Tot help me to 
partly, the loss of Mom’s passing. 


forget. 


SONG IDEAS 
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—; Songwriters, with publisher . contacts, 
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One evening Andy and I went out to our 
house for supper. As we ate in the back 
yard. I thought: This is the way it should 
be, Andy and me together. When two peo- 
ple love each other, why set a date to be 
one? Weren’t our pledges to each other 
enough? 

Later we went inside, and Andy built a 
fire in the in the little fireplace. The bright 
blaze sent shadows dancing. Andy spread 
a blanket and we sat close, his arms strong 
around me, his lips passionate. When the 
fire smouldered, I said maybe we ought 
to go. 

Andy drew me even tighter and whis- 
pered. “This is our house. Cynthia. and 
God knows we love each other. What 
would be wrong in our staying here this 
one night together?” 

“Nothing,” I whispered back. 

So we lay down before the warm hearth, 
and Andy made love to me before we slept. 
It was a night I'll always remember and be 
thankful for. 

It was the only night T ever spent with 
Andy. 

EN days after that night. Andy too was 

taken from me. A careless worker failed 
to drain the gas tank of a car on which 
Andy was doing a welding job. There must 
have-been a leak, and a spark from Andy’s 
welder caused an explosion. He 
burned so badly he only lived till morning. 
Through the long night I sat beside him. 
holding his hand, praying in vain for God 
to spare his life. He never knew I was with 
him till the end. 

How I lived through the next few days 
I'll never know. Somehow, I arranged for 
Andy’s funeral. Mark Taylor. and some of 
the workers at the garage sent flowers and 
food. I had Andy buried next to Mom. I 
knew it would have pleased them both. 

I told Mr. Taylor I wouldn’t work for 
a while. 

“You need a long rest. Cynthia.” he said 
kindly, “Just let me know if there’s any- 
thing I can do to help.” 

I notified the real estate agent he’d have 
to take the house back. I couldn’t pay for 
it now, and didn’t want it anyway. It was 
too full of memories of my night in Andy’s 
arms, 

Those were dark days as I moped around 
the little house where Mor and I had al- 
ways lived, thinking of Andy. then of her. 
A time or two Mark phoned me to see if I 
were all right. I assured him I was. 

Then a ray of sunshine came! I was with 
child—Andy’s child—the consummation of 
our one night together. Though Andy was 
gone. he’d be near in the presence of his 
son. Yes, it would be a boy. with Andy’s 
deep brown eyes and quick smile. I felt 
happiness again, but there was no one to 
tell the good news. I went back to the 
drug store and told Mr. Taylor I wanted 
'0 work again, but I didn’t tell him why, 
that I needed the money to prepare for 


was 


little 
have me back again. 

I might have worked weeks. if it hadn’t 
been for Gertie Grimes. She came in one 
day and I had to serve her. She looked 
me up and down as if she could see right 
into my womb where Andy’s baby 
growing. T wasn’t showing. but I felt ter- 
rible. like the day she’d whispered about 
me to the girls. 

What would she say if she knew about 
the babv? Brand it a wood’s colt and tell 
the whole town? Suddenly I felt sick and 
afraid for my child. I couldn’t bear to 
think of him suffering as I had. 

At closing time. I told Mr. Taylor I 
wouldn’t be back. that I was leaving Co- 
vina. He begged me to stay. saying that 
he was going to start a chain of drug 
stores, and when one was established in 
some nearby town. there might be a man- 
ager’s job open for me. 

“You’re the only friend I have left here. 
Mark.” IT said sadly. “But I’m unhappy. 
and I think a change would be best for 
me.” He paid me off. giving me a hundred 
dollar bonus. and said if I ever needed 
help in getting a job to call on him. 

I sold our furniture to a second-hand 
dealer, packed my clothes. along with An- 
dy’s and Mom’s pictures. and three days 
later took the first bus out of Covina. 
When the driver asked for tickets. I handed 


him five dollars. 


Andy’s coming. He seemed glad to 


was 


I don’t know where I’m going,” I ex- 


plained. “How far will this take me?” 
“To Hopeville, lady,” the driver said. 
puzzled. 


Hopeville. I liked the name. It must be 
a friendly town. Maybe I could start anew 
the kind of life 
No one in Hopeville would 
From 
Cynthia Killian. If 
husband I'd say 
he was killed in an explosion. 


there and give my baby 
he deserved. 
ever know I hadn’t married Andy. 
on I'd be Mrs. 


anyone 


now 
asked about my 


The town was about ninety miles north 
of Covina. 


an appropriate one. 


I soon learned its name was 
As I trudged down 
the street with my bags. T approached 

middle-aged couple and asked about a 
They introduced themselves as Rev- 


room. 
erend and Mrs. Harmony Acre. 
“There’s a boarding house beside the 


parsonage.” Mrs. Acre said. “We'll drive 
you down with us.” 

I got a room I liked. one big and airy, 
with a maple just outside the window. Mrs. 
North. the landlady. was a motherly soul. 
When I mentioned a job. she said. “What 
luck. Mrs. Killian. Dave Whitlock. one of 
my newest boarders. mentioned they’re in 
need of a girl at the publishing office where 
he’s a printer. We'll talk to him when he 
comes in.” 

Dave Whitlock was almost sixty. 
fat man, with thinning hair. He said he 
thought I’d please the editor of the Hope- 
ville News. 

“The girl took 
he said in his squeaky voice. 


a short 


who down advertising 


“Why 


quit,” 
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with LIGHTER BRIGHTER SKIN 


All eyes turn toward the girl with a 
lovely complexion—and that girl can be 
you! Use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your skin 
get a lighter, brighter, smoother look. 


Its bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science knows 
no faster way of lightening skin. Be 
sure to start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream this very day. 

Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 


43¢, 65¢ 


BLACK == ano WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper E 
Same price for full length or bust fi) 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 





mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 for $]50 
Just mail photo, negative or snap- s 
shot (any size) and receive your enlargeme' ent, 
guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful double-weigh' 
portrait quality paper. Pay postman 67c p 
postage—or send 69c with order and we pa: 
age, Take advantage of this amazing offer. BO: ae photos today. 


Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 51-M, Princeton, Illinois 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids — 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H®, Ask for it at all drug 
counters, 
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WIVES W"° BABIES! 


Send 4¢ stamp for information concerning sim- 

ple easy-to-follow ovulation method (No Drugs) 

which has succeeded in of cases tested. 
WARNER COMPANY, Dept. T 

500 Robert St. St. Paul |, Minn. 










Bea Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 








into DOLLARS! 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 
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not ride down with me tomorrow and ap- 
ply?” 

I got the job. and Mr. Whitlock said I 
could go to work with him. I wasn’t too 
pleased with the offer. He was friendly 
enough. but I seemed to shrink from him. 
Sometimes he’d look at me as if he knew 
my secret. Something about him wasn’t 
exactly normal. as if he too were hiding 
something. I said I’d ride if he’d let me 
pay him. 

One evening as we drove home. Mr. 
Whitlock turned his old car down a little 
lane. He could see I was startled. so he 
said calmly. “Don’t worry, Mrs. Killian. I 
just want to talk to you.” 

I got the surprise of my life when he 
said he wanted to marry me. 

“T’m a lonely man.” he said. “I need a 
home again. and you need a husband.” 

“What do you mean?” I gasped. 

“The first time I saw you I knew you 
were in trouble.” he explained. “I’ve seen 
and observed a lot during my lifetime. The 
story about your husband didn’t quite ring 
true—not with me. I store correspondence 
at the News office and I happened to see a 
letter that came from Taylor’s drug store 
in Covina where you’d worked. The secre- 
tary who answered the editor’s inquiry said 
that her boss was away at the time. but 
that the girl who worked before her wasn’t 
named Mrs. Cynthia Killian, but Cynthia 
Ames.” 

I was too dumbfounded to speak. I'd 
never thought when I gave Mark Taylor 
as my former employer that the editor of 
the News might inquire about me. I'd got 
the job the same day I asked for it with- 
out any waiting period or checking or 
references. 

“You’re going to have a baby, aren’t 
you. Miss Ames?” Dave Whitlock asked. I 
couldn’t speak. My tongue was stuck to 
the roof of my mouth. I just nodded. 

“In that case,” Dave went on, “you need 


a home. Someone to provide for you and 
your baby. Most of all the baby will need 
a name.” 


I just sat there staring straight ahead 
while cold chills ran up my spine. If Dave 
Whitlock knew the truth about me. there 
was a chance others might find out. Covina 
was only ninety miles away and wagging 
tongues could leap over great distances. 
Mrs. North, the Acres. my employer. they 
might be Gertie Grimes in disguise, won- 
dering. whispering behind my back. My 
thoughts ran wild. I began to choke with 
sobs. I hadn’t solved my problem by com- 
ing to Hopeville, saying my husband was 
dead. Andy’s child would come into the 
world as I had, without a name. 

In my fears of the moment, I told Dave 
Whitlock I'd marry him. 


FTER the wedding, we left the board- 
ing house and moved into a little four- 
room bungalow on the far side of town. At 


first Dave was kind to me, but after three 
months his consideration vanished. He be- 
gan to drink and became almost ruthless 
in his demands for love. I made up my 
mind I would bear anything just to give my 
son a name. but sometimes his love making 
left me exhausted and sick at heart. He 
just laughed when I told him the doctor 
said I ought to be careful for a few weeks 
before the baby was born. 

My baby came a month early. but in 
good condition, It was a boy. as much like 
Andy as if he’d been cast in a mold made 
of his daddy. I cried when IT looked into 
his soft brown eyes and rubbed my fingers 
through his dark curly hair. 

Of course T named him Andy—Andy 
Killian Whitlock. 

Caring for little Andy, feeding. dressing 
and bathing him was all I lived for. Dave 
drank more and more. On weekends he’d 
lie around the house, wearing just his 
shorts, a bottle close at hand. As time 
went on he became more demanding for 
my body. 

“Your Andy needs a brother to play 
with,” he laughed. “I bet that was the guy’s 
name who got the best of you.” 

Three months later I was _ pregnant 
again. When I told Dave he chuckled. “I’m 
as good as any of the young men. Now I'll 
have me a son. This calls for a celebra- 
tion.” 

He went out and bought more whiskey. 
He drank so much he wasn’t able to work 
next day. When he did go to the newspa- 
per office. he was fired. 

“That kid of mine in your belly is gonna 
have everything your little Andy’s got.” he 
stormed and cursed. “J worked for him. 
Now you get busy and work for mine.” 

I’d be glad to get a job and get away 
from Dave. That night after little Andy 
was asleep in his crib. I hunted up the 
Hopeville News and looked through the 
classified ads. When I came to one about a 
new drug store on Main Street. I read no 
further. “Experienced girl wanted to do 
bookkeeping.” it read. T thought of my 
job in Covina, of kind Mark Taylor, and 
how I’d met Andy while working for him. 
I’d go down early in the morning and apply 
for this job. 

Before going to bed, I went across the 
street and asked Mrs. Morrison, our neigh- 
bor, if she’d care for little Andy. I wouldn't 
leave him with Dave. She’d kept him for 
me different times when I’d gone shopping. 
She loved children and said she’d enjoy 
having Andy in the house. She said if I 
got the job she’d keep him all the time. 

Next morning when I came to 78 Main, I 

gasped when I read the new painting on 
the big glass window. Taylor’s Pharmacy! 
When I went into the office and saw Mark 
Taylor fuming amid a clutter of papers 
and bills, I almost keeled over. 

“Cynthia!” he exclaimed. “Is it really 


you?” 
I nodded. “I came to apply for the 


job,” I mumbled. 
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He made me sit down in his chair and 
“When I 
decided to open a drug store here in Hope- 
ville. I never dreamed I’d meet you again.” 
he beamed. “Do you live here? Tell me 
about yourself. what you’ve been doing.” 

I knew Mark Taylor was my friend. so T 


drew up a stool for himself. 


told him everything: why I left Covina. 
about my marriage to Dave Whitlock so 
little Andy wouldn’t be nameless as IT had 
been. how Dave mistreated me. of his child 
I was now carrying. 

“You're a brave girl. Cynthia.” he said. 
“The job’s yours. I’m real lucky to have 
you working for me again. [Il stay in 
Hopeville most of the time until I'm well 
established here. but when I’m away check- 
ing on business in Covina. or in other 
towns. I can depend on you to keep things 
going.” 

Was it fate that brought Mark Taylor 
and me together again? Or did the angels 
intercede so my life would know some 
happiness once more? I’ve often won- 
dered. 


T WAS pleasant working for Mark 

again. He didn’t rush me. I suspected 
he didn’t even give me all the work that 
needed taking care of. Often during lunch 
hour he’d have sandwiches and coffee sent 
back and we’d eat together and talk. 

One.rainv evening Mark said he'd take 
me home. His new car rolled along easily. 
I enjoyed the ride and the fresh air blow- 
ing my hair. For once I forgot that T was 
going home to whiskey bottles and dirty 
talk. 

When I got out of Mark’s car. I told him 
to wait and see Andy. TI hurried over to 
Mrs. Morrison’s. As T opened the door 
Andy reached out his chubby arms and I 
grabbed him up and kissed him. 

“He’s sure a fine boy. Cynthia.” Mark 
said. “Anyone would he proud to have 
a son like him.” 

When I went into the house. Dave was 
standing in the living room with an angry 
look on his face. He smelled as if he’d 
been sprinkled with liauor. 

“You no-good hussy!” he velled. “Run- 
ning around with men in broad daylight. 
Can't I satisfy you any more? Beat it to 
the bedroom and I'll teach vou to step out 
on me!” 

“It was Mark Taylor. the man I work 
for.” I said, putting Andy into his crib. “He 
was merely bringing me home.” 

As I turned from the crib, Dave made a 
lunge for me. He grabbed me roughly and 
pulled me toward him. I struggled to free 
myself. This infuriated Dave and he raised 
his right foot and gave me a mighty kick 
in the stomach. I screamed with pain and 
sank to the floor. IT could hear Andy erving 
as T lost all consciousness. 

I awoke next morning in the hospital. 
Mark Taylor was there and Mrs. Morrison 
and a young intern who was feeling my 
pulse. 

_I stared about and then I cried. 
“Where’s little Andy? Is my baby 
all right?” 


“He’s with Mr. Morrison.” Mrs. Mor- 
rison said, “and he’s fine.” 

Mark looked down at me with pity in his 
eyes. But in his gaze I saw another look 
too. the look of love a man has for a 
woman. I’d seen it so often in Andvy’s eves. 
I'd seen it in Mark’s eves. too. onlv I hadn’t 
recognized it. It was there when I worked 
for him in Covina. when he walked with 
me to Andy’s grave. when he begeed me to 
stav and continue working for him. 

“Why am I here?” T asked. “What hap- 
pened?” 

Mrs. Morrison left with the intern and 
Mark and I were alone. He sat down on 
the edge of the bed and took my hand. 

“Dave Whitlock must have attacked 
you.” Mark began slowly. “The _ police 
came and took him to jail. They sent vou 
here. You'll be here for quite a while. You 
lost vour baby. Cynthia.” 

Then I remembered Dave being drunk 
and the terrible kick he’d given me. He 
had killed his own child. I closed my eves 
and tears spilled over my cheeks. Could 
it he that mv life was bound to sorrow? 

“What will they do to Dave?” T asked. 

Mark cleared his “Cynthia. 
vou’ve had some terrible shocks lately. so 
T guess vou can stand one more. Dave 
Whitlock is eoing back to prison. The po- 
lice checked on him and found he’s wanted 
for bigamy in more than one state. He 


throat. 


had the habit of marrying voung girls. 
especially ones in trouble. and then leaving 
them. Your marriage to him wasn’t legal. 
You really weren’t his wife.” 

I felt myself reach blindly for Mark. He 
put his arms around me and T sobbed on 
his chest. “Oh. Mark. little Andy doesn’t 
have a name after all!” 

“He will soon. if vou’ll marrv me. Cvn- 
thia.”. Mark whispered. “I’ve 
since the day you first went to work for 
me. When Andy came along IT knew I 
didn’t have a chance. Had TI known about 
Andy’s son. why vou left Covina. T wouldn’t 


loved you 


have let you go. But vou said you were 
unhappy and T guess T was too shy for 
my own good.” 

A nurse came and said it was time to go. 

“Cynthia. do vou think you could learn 
to love me?” Mark asked. helping me lie 
back down. 
seven now. but I want you for my wife. 
And I want little Andy for my son.” 

“T think any woman could learn to love 
you. Mark.” T sighed. 

“Think about it. honey.” Mark said. 
“Take a week or two. Just as long as you 
wish. I’m a patient sort of guy.” 

Mark was gone and the door closed. 


“I’m older than you. thirty- 


Amid the sounds of hurrying footsteps in 
the hall. I heard Mark’s words again: “/ 
want vou for my wife—and IT want little 
Andy for my son.” 

“Cynthia Taylor.” I said to myself. 
“Andy Killian Taylor.” I liked the sounds, 
proud of. And 
then I was talking to myself again. “Mark. 
it won’t be hard to learn to love you. I’m 
beginning to already. I'll give you my an- 


THE END 


They were names to be 


swer tomorrow.” 
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I Sinned Without Shame 


(Continued from Page 17) 


ket off me. He was really mad. Something 
about his loose mouth made me think he 
must have had a drink. I couldn’t smell it 
because my head was all stuffed up. but I 
said. “You’ve been drinking. And fighting. 
Just wait till Mom gets home. I'll tell her. 
She’ll—” 

He slapped me. a stinging blow on the 
side of the cheek. I jumped to my feet and 
slapped him back—hard. After that it was 
a free-for-all. a real fight. both of us hit- 
ting, kicking. punching, and shouting ugly 
words at each other. He had me on the 
floor on my back. straddling me, his bright 
red, angry face right above me. grunting, 
“You'll get my dinner. Say it, say it and 
I'll let you up . . .” when suddenly a pain, 
sharp as a knife. cut across my back. I lay 
rigid under it. shocked with surprise. It 
came again and [ cried out with the pain 
of it. Donnie’s face above mine turned 
pale. “What’s the matter?” He got to his 
feet and pushed his hair back. staring at 
me. 

I lay very still. not daring to move for 
fear the pain would come back a third 
time. It did, twisting me with its tearing, 
hurting quality. I felt sweat pour out on 
my face. “Donnie.” I gasped. “Help me. 
Help me.” 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“Help me up. Get me to bed.” 

He put his arms around me and together 
we made it to my bed. I lay on my back. 
He stood above me. white and scared look- 
ing. Then as a fourth great pain convulsed 
my body, I saw stark horror gather in his 
face. I turned my head away and began 
to sob. I knew what he saw. Blood. I 
could feel it. 

I closed my eyes. I fought for breath. It 
seemed like dark troubled waters were all 
around me. When I opened my eyes again 
Donnie’s stricken face was only a blurry 
mist before me. I fainted then 

Seconds, minutes. hours—I don’t know 
how long it was before I was again aware 
of what was going on around me. My pain 
was gone. [ noticed that first. but my 
whole body seemed numb with weariness. 
Donnie. My eyes moved quickly in search 
of him as memory came flooding back. He 
was standing by the little table in the 
corner. His back was turned to me. He 
moved and I could see that his face was 
gray and wretched looking. I tried to say 
his name but the word wouldn't come out. 
I could see now how his hands were trem- 
bling and there was a streak of blood on 
the back of one of them. He wiped it off 
on his coat. 

I tried again to say his name and this 
time I made it and he turned toward me 
as if shot. “What—what happened?” I 
asked. 


“T__]—-don’t know—it—” He couldn't 


say any more for his lips were trembling 
so and a great pain that was not like the 
other pains but one of deadly fear gripped 
me. I lurched up on my elbow, and I saw 
the great clots. purple-black, staining the 
bed sheets, the bright red stains .. . 

Donnie’s eyes followed my gaze, and 
suddenly his knees bent and he sat down. 
put his head down on the back of the 
chair and cried. 

[ lay quite still, each of his sobs shat- 
tering me to the core of my being. I tried 
to draw my thoughts together. for each 
one tore at me separately. Were the clots 
—could they have been a baby? Could 
they have been the start of one? I didn’t 
know. I only knew that I felt terribly sick 
with the horror of my thoughts. 

“Donnie.” T said again and he lifted his 
head. The tears on his cheeks made him 
look so young. Tears clung to his long 
eyelashes that were like Mom’s. 

“What'll I do?” he asked. 

“We've got to—to clean it up.” [ said. 
Donnie started toward me. then he stopped. 
His face that had been so pale suddenly 
became bright red, colored by a sudden 
rage. “It was going to be a baby, wasn't 
it?” he shouted. “That man at the door. | 
see now . . .You cheap, you cheap—” 

My anguish struck bottom then. seeing 
the hatred in my brother’s eyes. I wanted 
my brother’s love. I needed it like Id 
never needed it before. “Don’t look at me 
like that. You frighten me.” 

He continued to stare. I had to save 
myself. What if Donnie left. What if | 
had to lie here all alone, sick and weak 
“Yes, he did it to me,” | 
Tt wasn't 


and alone? 
shrieked. “He—he raped me. 
my fault. What could I do?” 

My words, my lies, brought compassion 
to Donnie’s face. He moved to the foot of 
the bed. 

“T hated him. I fought. Now he’s gone 
and I will never have to see him again. 
Never. Oh, Donnie, please bes 
stretched out my arms to him. “It wasn't 
my fault. It wasn’t. You’ve got to believe 
me. Help me. Donnie. don’t leave me. I 
need you...” 

Donnie believed me. He came around 
the bed and sat down and _ pressed his 
cheek to mine. We were both shaking. ! 
held him to me fiercely. For several mo 
ments we comforted each other. Then he 
got up. “I'll take care of you. Dottie,” he 


said. 


\ Y brother meant every word of what 

he’d promised. He took off his coat 
with the blood beginning to dry on it and 
rolled up his shirt sleeves. He pushed 
through the door the big chair from the 
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other room. “If you put your arms around 
my neck,” he said, “I'll put you in the 
chair while I change the bed. Will it hurt 
you? Make you worse?” 

I didn’t know, but I made myself stand 
on my feet. The room was steady around 
me. With Donnie’s help, my hands and 
feet moved. I had him help me to the 
bathroom. I washed and tidied back my 
hair. When I got back the bed was ready. 
Gratefully, I slipped back into it. Donnie 
made me some hot tea before he went 
down in the basement to wash clothes. 

It was almost daylight before he came 
up again to spread the sheets around the 
kitchen to dry. When he was finished he 
came and lay beside me on the bed. He 
lay on his back and covered his face with 
his hands. I had put Donnie through a 
dreadful experience. He was only fifteen 
years old. 

He lay beside me stiff and straight and 
didn’t say a word and I couldn’t bear it. I 
simply couldn’t bear it. It was the lies I’d 
told him. J realized fully now how bad I’d 
been, but I’d always been truthful. If 
things were going to be right for Donnie 
and me, I had to clear my conscience of 
the lies I’d told him. 

I turned my body toward him and I be- 
gan to talk—telling him how at first it was 
my terrible loneliness that had drawn me 
to Ted. When Ted put his arm around my 
shoulder, it was Daddy’s arm. When I 
buried my face into his coat, it was Dad- 
dy’s smell I was remembering and it com- 
forted me. “That’s the way it started.” I 
told him, “but after awhile I forgot Daddy 
and it was Ted himself, and I wasn’t lonely 
any more. I was almost happy.” 

I could sense how hard Donnie was 
listening, even though his eyes were still 
covered. “Did you love him?” he asked. 
“Do you love him?” 

“No.” I answered truthfully. “I don’t 
even miss him any more. Oh, Donnie.” I 
pleaded, “try to understand. I’m _ so 
ashamed now, to have you know how bad 
I've been.” I burst into terrible sobs. “If 
you hate me for it, I'll die.” 

He took his hand down from his face 
and covered mine. “I forgive you,” he 
said. “If I'd been a good brother to you. it 
wouldn’t have happened.” 

I gathered up his hand and pressed it 
to my wet cheek in gratitude. “It’s our 
secret. You'll never tell Mom?” 

‘Tl never tell,” he promised. 

He got to his feet. In the pale light I 
could see his throat working convulsively. I 
was afraid he was going to cry again. but 
he didn’t. He lifted his chin and he said, 

‘Tm going to be the man in the { family 
after this. I’m going to try to take Dad- 
dy’s place.” He looked down at me. “We've 
got to stick together, Sis. Through thick 
and thin. We've got to begin acting like a 
family again, We’ve got to try to be what 
Dad would expect us to be—one for all, all 
for one.” 

I picked up his big boyish awkward 
looking hand and kissed the back of it. 


I stayed in bed for two days. Donnie 
and I talked about it and decided that I’d 
better. We didn’t dare to call a doctor, 
although I knew I should. I guess I was 
just lucky. By Friday I felt fine again and 
by Sunday when Mommie was due back, 
everything was in spic and span order. 
Donnie and I were both home to greet her 
and I'd fixed a really good supper. 

She came home all smiles. She looked 
so pretty. She brought Donnie a belt with 
a silver buckle that said Atlantic City on 
it. She brought me a bracelet with a coin 
dangling from it that said the same thing. 
We sat down to eat and we plied Mom 
with questions. Neither Donnie or I had 
been to Atlantic City. Just before we got 
up from the table, I said. “We’re a family 
again, a happy family.” and looked across 
at Donnie. He was grinning. 


OY” R happiness didn’t last. Mom spoiled 
it. The first week after her 
everything was fine. Then her cheerfulness 


return 


began to fade and she was irritable with 
us. Since I was the first one home at 
night, it was always I who picked up the 
mail if there was any. There 
wasn’t. We didn’t expect any. 
Now Mom did. Every night she asked 
me about it. After about the eighth time. I 
said, “Are you expecting some—like 
tune left by 
knew we had—or 


usually 


a for- 
uncle we never 
I was kid- 
ding, of course, but she got real angry. 
“I’m not so ugly that when I get away I 


some rich 
something?” 


can’t make some new friends. am I?” she 
shouted at me and went into her bedroom 
slamming the door. 

I called her when dinner was ready but 
she didn’t answer. Donnie looked at me 
inquiringly and I told him what had hap- 
pened. “I can’t see why she should get 
so mad, can you?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Looks to 
me like man trouble. She maybe met a guy 
at Atlantic City. He promised to write and 
didn’t. You know Mom—how stirred up 
she gets about everything.” 

Spring vacation came real late in April 
that year. ] decided it was the right time 
for me to do a thorough housecleaning job 
—scrub cupboards and closets, store win- 
ter things away in moth balls, things like 
that. 

I was wiping up the top shelf in Mom’s 
closet when her suitcase slipped to the 
floor. rattled inside and I 
opened it to see if whatever it was had 


Something 


There 
a faney nightgown folded in 


been broken. were two things in 
the suitcase, 
tissue paper and a big bottle of liquor with 
a card tied to it. I read the card. “To 
wonderful Nita—and some terrific nights,” 
it said. 

I put the suitcase back just as I found it 
and sat down at the kitchen table to think. 
I was simply stunned. When Donnie came 
I was still sitting there and I told 
looked shocked, 
I asked fear- 


home. 
him what I’d found. He 
too. “What do you think?” 
fully. 
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“Another ‘love-em and leave-em guy’,” 
he answered. avoiding looking at me. We 
were both thinking back about Ted. “The 
world’s full of ’em .. .” 

“What can we do?” 

“Nothing,” he answered grimly. 

“It’s too bad. Mom needs someone. She’s 
the clinging type.” 

Donnie agreed. “Mom hasn’t got your 
backbone. She—oh. I don’t know .. .” 

I know he felt badly for Mom just like 
I did, but what could we do? 

We both sort of watched Mom closely 
for the next few days but she didn’t seem 
any different and she was looking better. “I 
think she’s getting over it,” I said, and 
Donnie agreed. 

After spring vacation time flies at school. 
There is so much to do. Donnie went out 
for track the spring term and was thinner 
than ever but loved it. Neither one of us 
was much interested in the opposite sex. 
Neither one of us could forget that awful 
night in my bedroom. We never spoke 
about it but it was there—stark and ugly. 
Strange that from an experience so ugly 
such closeness between us had sprung. We 
did everything together now and had lots 
to talk about and Mom and her problem 
sort of faded away. 

The month of May came in hot and 
humid like it so often does in New York. 
Kids swarmed out on the street and every 
door stoop had grown-ups sitting, gossip- 
ing and sunning. 

With only two weeks of school left T 
was strolling home one afternoon, feeling 
real good and contented. I was loaded with 
groceries and my books and I sat down on 
the stoop a minute to get my breath before 
I climbed the stairs. 

“It’s going to storm.” Mrs, Tolliver said 
as I sat down beside her. She and her six 
children lived on the first floor. 

I looked up at the bank of clouds she 
was pointing to and got to my feet. 

“And soon,” I answered her. “I'd better 
get our windows closed.” 

“No need for you to hurry. 
came home quite a while ago.” 

I was surprised. Mom had never come 
home early before. Something must be up. 

I ran up the stairs and was puffing when 
I threw back the door. calling her name. 

She didn’t answer but T saw her at once. 
She was sitting at the kitchen table. staring 
straight in front of her at nothing. Both 
hands were clamped around a glass almost 
full of liquor. The bottle was on the table. 
I’d never known Mom to drink and the 
bottle was almost half empty. Some of it 
had spilled. 

“Mommie,” I said, 

She brought the glass to her lips and 
drank, her glazed eyes meeting mine over 
its rim. “What’s the matter?” I said again. 
“What’s happened to you?” 

Mom’s hands are so little and helpless 
looking. Now they banged the glass down 
on the table top with such force that it 
splintered into a dozen jagged pieces. 

I hadn’t noticed the scrap of pink paper 


Your Ma 


“what’s the matter?” 


lying on the table until now when she 
picked it up and rubbed it into the liquor 
that was spilled. She rubbed it back and 
forth. back and forth, until it was only a 
dirty pink wad. “You know what that is?” 


she shieked. “Get me another glass and I’I| 
tell you.” She threw back her head and be- 
gan to laugh hysterically. It was a horrible 
sound. She pushed the little wad of paper 
toward me where I stood rooted to the 
spot, unable to move with shock. “That 
paper says I’m fired.” she gasped. choking 
over the words. “It says they don’t want 
me any more. It says they don’t want me 
any more because I’m going to have a 
baby. That’s what it says... now get 
me another glass. Get me a big one. I’m 
going to drink every drop. The whole damn 
bottle. I’m going to forget... do you 
hear. Dottie ... Dottie...” By now 
her gasping laughter had turned to sobs, 
Tears splashed down her cheeks and onto 
the table top that she was beating with her 
two fists in her naked misery. 

She reached for the bottle, but T was too 
quick for her. I got it and ran with it to 
put it into the cupboard for safety. When 
I turned back. she was on her feet. stagger- 
ing toward the bathroom. The key in the 
door clicked behind her as I reached it. 

“Mommie.” I pleaded. “Let me in. Let 
me take care of you... .” 

She didn’t answer. I dropped to my 
knees to see if I could see her through the 
keyhole. but the key was in it. 

The storm outside broke then. lashing 
rain streamed in torrents down the window, 
forked lightning zigzagged across the sky 
that IT could see from the kitchen. Thunder 
cracked, splitting the room with noise. 

The door flew back and Donnie came in. 
He was drenched to the skin, rain in 
streams streaking down his face and off 
his nose. 

I beckoned him close to me and ina 
brief few words told him what had hap- 
pened. He shook his head like you do 
sometimes to clear your mind when some- 
thing big is told to you that you cannot 
easily comprehend. Then he banged on 
the bathroom door. “Mom,” he shouted. 
“Let us in.” 

There was no reply and Donnie looked 
at me. “We’ve got to do it.” he said. 
“Crash the door in, Maybe she’s fainted.” 

I nodded. A bolt of lightning struck 
so close the blue light of it 
stunned us. We waited for the crash of 
thunder that always follows before we 
both made one last appeal to Mom. Again 
there was no reply—not water, not a toilet 
being flushed, nothing. 

Donnie stood back, then crashed his 
shoulder against the flimsy door. On the 
third attempt the door splintered. He put 
his hand through the hole and turned the 
key in the lock. 

I felt the color drain from my face 4 
we stood together in the doorway and sa¥ 
our mother lying on the floor, her face grey 
as death. She lay on her back, with her 
legs twisted under her. Her fingers weré 


close by, 
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lean. Cool thoreughly. 
Marshmallow Fudee. Combine 2 tbsp. 
butter, 22 cup (small can) undiluted evap- 


ited milk, 124 cups sugar and % tsp. 
ilt in saucepan over medium heat. Bring 
boil. and cook 4 to 5 minutes, stirring 
constantly. (Start timing when mixture 
tarts to “bubble” around edges of pan.) 
Remove from heat. Stir in 144 cups (about 
6) medium diced marshmallows. 14 cups 
ni-sweet chocolate pieces and 1 tsp. va- 
illa. Stir vigorously for 1 minute (or until 
rshmallows are completely melted and 
lended.) Pour into 9-inch square but- 
d pan. Top with whole marshmallows 
ind allow to cool. Cut in squares. 
Pecan Peanut Orange Clusters. Mix 2 
ups firmly packed light brown sugar and 
up (small can) undiluted evaporated 
nilk thoroughly in a 2-quart saucenan. 
Bring to a rolling boil over high heat. Re- 
uce heat to medium. Boil for 5 minutes. 
Remove from heat. 


tirring constantly. 
Add %4 tsp. orange extract, Y2 cup peanut 
utter and 144 cuvs chopped pecans. Beat 


ntil well mixed. Drop candy rapidly from 
teaspoon onto a buttered cookie sheet. 


Cool 

Circus Fudge Cakes. Mix 1 package (1- 

pound 2-ounce )chocolate fudge cake mix 
cording to package directions. Turn into 
reased and floured 9-inch square cake 
in. Bake in moderate oven (350°) 35-40 

es, or until cake tests done. Cut cake 


\inu 
nto 15 pieces, about 3 x 1%4 inches. 

Heat 45 cup undiluted evaporated milk 
ith 3 squares unsweetened chocolate in 
edium saucepan over low heat. stirring 

stantly, until chocolate melts (about 3 
Add Yo tsp. 

iple extract and '% tsp. vanilla. Add 314 
to 4% cups sifted confectioners’ sugar. 1 


Remove from heat. 


inutes). 


at a time, to spreading consistency. 
Stir in 44 cup softened butter or marga- 
Blend. Spread frosting on sides and 


op of cake pieces and decorate with ani- 

il crackers, 
5-Minute Honey-Almond Fudge. 
| cup ground almonds and 2 tbsp. 
blend. Spread over bottom of but- 


Com- 


ed Y-inch square pan. 
Mix 2. cup (small can) undiluted evap- 
ited milk, 1°; 


saucepan over low heat. 


cups sugar. and 4% tsp. 
Heat to 
g. then cook 5 minutes. stirring con- 
tly. Remove from heat. 
\dd 14% cups (16 medium) diced marsh- 
illows. | cup semi-sweet chocolate pieces. 
l-ounce squares unsweetened choco- 
Stir 1-2 
utes (until marshmallows melt). Pour 


erated and | tsp. vanilla. 


nto pan over almond mixture. 

Coconut Almond Cheese Cake. Combine 
package (344 ounces) coconut cream 
lding mix, 2 tbsp. (2 envelopes) un- 
ored gelatin, 2 cups water, 4% cup sugar 


€ 


gg yolks, slightly beaten, in sauce- 
Cook over low heat, stirring con- 
ly. until thickened. Cool thoroughly. 


Beat | cup cream-style cottage cheese until 


imy. Add pudding mixture and con- 


tinue beating until mixture is blended. 
Combine 1% cup instant nonfat dry milk 
crystals and ¥% cup ice water and whiv 
until soft peaks form (3-4 minutes). Add 2 
thsp. lemon juice and continue whipping. 
while gradually adding 42 cup sugar, until 
stiff peaks form (3-4 minutes longer). Fold 
whipped instant crystals, 42 tsp. almond 
extract, 14 cup semi-sweet chocolate pieces 
and 2 egg whites, stiffly beaten, into pud- 
ding mixture. Pour into pan over crumb 
mixture. Chill until set (about 3 hours). 
Unmold. Garnish with flaked coconut. 
Crumb Mixture: Blend '% cup fine al- 
mond macaroon crumbs with | tbsp. melted 
butter. Line bottom of 9x 5x 3-inch loaf 
pan with waxed paper or foil. Press crumbs 
over bottom of pan. 
Orange Chiffon Squares: Sprinkle 3 tbsp. 
(3 envelopes) unflavored gelatin on 4 cup 
cold orange juice in large mixing bowl. 
Combine 2 cups sugar, 2 tbsp. light corn 
syrup, and 34 cup orange juice in 2-quart 
saucepan. Cook over medium heat, stirring 
constantly, until syrup reaches rolling boil. 
Boil for 5 minutes, without stirring. Re- 
move from heat. Pour over gelatin and stir 
until dissolved. Add 4x, tsp. cinnamon and 
14 cup flaked coconut. Cool at room tem- 
perature to consistency of thick syrup (45 
to 60 minutes). Stir occasionally. Pour ™% 
cup ice water into mixing bowl. Add % 
cup instant nonfat dry milk crystals and 
whip until soft peaks form (about 3 to 4 
minutes). Add 2 tbsp. lemon juice and whip 
until very stiff (about 3 to 4 minutes). 
Using same beater. beat into gelatin mix- 
ture. Blend until mixture is smooth. Tint 
with few drops of red and yellow food col- 
oring. Pour into buttered 9-inch square 
pan. Chill 1 hour, Cut into 49 pieces 
(make 7 cuts on each side) or pumpkin 
shapes. Roll in flaked coconut or orange- 
colored sugar. 
Creamed Tuaa and Corn. Melt °4 cup 
butter. Add 2 cups chopped onions and 
cook over low heat until tender. Add 4 
cup all-purpose flour. 11% tsp. salt, 14% tsp. 
garlic salt, 2 tsp. dry mustard and 1% tsp. 
pepper; mix well. Gradually add 6 cups 
reliquefied instant nonfat dry milk crystals 
{according to 
cook over low heat, stirring constantly, un- 
til thickened. Add 5 cups tuna. drained (4 
914 ounce cans) and 1 quart drained 
canned whole kernel corn. Cook, stirring 
frequently, 10 minutes. Serve creamed tuna 


package directions) and 


and corn in giant popovers. Garnish with 
parsley sprigs. 

Giant Popovers: Beat 2 cups whole eggs 
(about 8-9 medium-sized eggs) slightly. 
Add 21% cups reliquefied instant nonfat dry 


milk erystals (according to package direc- 
tions) and 14 cup butter, melted: beat un- 
til blended. Gradually beat 2'% cups sifted 
all-purpose flour and %4 tsp. salt into egg 
mixture. Turn into 10 well-buttered 5- 
ounce custard cups. 
pan. Bake in moderate oven (375°) for 1] 
hour. Cut slit in side of popovers. Bake 
Remove from custard cups 


Place on jelly roll 


15 minutes. 
immediately. 


Hungry For Love 


(Continued from Page 29) 


Pr 


what. I don’t know... 

We kissed then with all the hunger of 
sleepless. aching nights of wanting each 
other and being denied. I wrenched out of 
his arms suddenly and pulled off my dress, 
I felt dazed and drunk and as I peeled off 
the rest of my clothes it was as if another 
person had taken possession of me. My 
flesh felt hot when I touched it. Kenny's 
eyes were glazed as he pulled me to him 
and he murmured incoherently as the pas- 
sion broke through, a volcano that fright. 
ened and thrilled me. I cried out once in 
pain and then the pain became sweet. Not 
even in my wildest dreams had I thought 
it could be like this with us. Yet when it 
was over I began to cry, maybe because it 
had been so wonderful or maybe because | 
was scared at what we'd done, I don’t 
know. 

Kenny held me in tender arms and 
kissed my face softly. “Don’t ery, please. | 
love you so much. I can’t do without you 
anymore, not after this.” 

| couldn't do without him, either, and we 
met at the shack whenever we could. When 
we were apart, every minute was spent in 
yearning. in wanting. in waiting for the 
glorious moment of being together. We 
were lost in this madness, we couldn't 
study, we couldn’t eat, and we could only 
sleep when our passion had been satisfied. 
The animal had been unleashed in both of 
us—-a wild animal that never seemed to be 
and we had no sooner parted 
when the desire would start again. 


satisfied 


\ ‘7 went around in a dream, both of us. 

until that day I fainted in school. That 
was when I was certain. I was pregnant. | 
remember being dazed and in a cold sweat 
as my teacher led me to the infirmary. | 
remember lying on the hard cot trying hard 
to control my hysteria. I remember how | 
gripped the pillow tightly. clenching my 
teeth to keep from crying. Oh my God. 
what had we done? 

Kenny scraped up a few dollars so | 
could consult a doctor who was way over 
at the edge of town. I didn’t dare go to 
the one we used regularly. 

\fter the examination I dressed with my 
hands shaking so I could hardly get my 
clothes on. The doctor, a heavy-set, kindly 
man with a round, plump face, was waiting 
in his office to tell me the news. “Sit down.’ 
he said gently, and I sank into the leather 
chair facing his desk, He studied me 4 
moment sadly and I knew. I swallowed 
hard. even now hoping maybe it wasn! 
so. But it was. “You're about two months 
pregnant.” he said, and at his words I bur 
ied my face in my hands and sat still be 
cause I couldn’t move nor say a word. “Are 
you—-are you sure?” I murmured stupidly. 

[ could hear the doctor sigh deeply. 
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“Pon’t you kids ever think of the conse- 
quences?” 

At that I burst into tears. “I don’t want 
a baby. I don’t want it! Help me, please, 
help me get rid of it!” I was too young 
then to know how horrible were my words 
and thoughts. 

“[ can help you place it for adoption 
after it’s born. Other than that .. .” 

“That’s not what I mean. I want to get 
rid of it now! . . . Now! Mom'll kill me 
—you don’t know her! Please, doctor. help 
me, help me!” 

“The only way I can help you is to send 
you to a home for unwed mothers. They'll 
take care of you and have the baby 
adopted.” 

“No, no, no! Everybody would know. Oh 
God. I want to die, / want to die!” 

I began to shiver uncontrollably. a mad- 
ness seemed to rage through me and I be- 
gan to scream and tear at my hair. The 
doctor and his nurse literally dragged me 
to the leather sofa in the office and forced 
me to drink something. After awhile I 
quieted down, all the strength gone out of 
me, tears rolling down my cheeks, too weak 
to even wipe them away. 

“Would your young man marry you?” 
the doctor asked. 

I nodded. 

“Well. then, that solves everything.” 

Oh, sure. how simple it all sounded. 

Kenny took one look at my pale face 
and swollen eyes when I met him in the 
drugstore where he had been waiting and 
turned ashen. Sweat broke out on his fore- 
head. At our little shack in the woods we 
sat on the hard cot silently. the winter 
winds howling outside and blowing through 
the cracks. I told him what the doctor said 
about having the baby adopted and he 
listened silently. We were quiet for a 
Jong time and then I burst out. “You don’t 
have to marry me. I could get rid of it 
«ss amere are ways...” 

Kenny swung me around and gripped 
my shoulders hard. “Never let me hear 
you say that again, never! Ill hate you 
for the rest of my life!” 

I loved him for that, but my heart was 
like lead. Inside me a seed was growing 
and that seed would be a child, a child I 
didn’t want, a trap for both of us. 

“But you wanted to wait until you fin- 
ished school and got a job...” 

“It would have been better.” he agreed, 
“but now we have no choice.” His face 
looked drawn and old, his warm brown 
eyes were bleak. 

He felt trapped, I knew. but he did 
love me, of that I was sure, but would he 
be sorry some day? 

“We should have waited. We were 
wrong,” I cried. Kenny put his arms 
around me but I could feel how scared 
he was. 

“We—we could have it adopted,” I said 
hesitantly, 

He straightened up and squared his 
shoulders, “No. 
manfully, 


it’s our child.” he said 
“We're going to keep it.” 
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folk together and told 
them the news. At first Mom’s face got 
vhite and then red and her eyes blazed 
But suddenly the anger went and 
crumpled as she began to cry 
It was as if somebody 


We faced my 


ingel 

ie! face 

yitly, hopelessly. 
died. 

Even though there wasn’t any room, we 
had to move in with my folk on a make- 
shift bed in the parlor. Kenny’s folk 
would have no part of us. That was cruel 


of them, because they had this little farm, 


poor as it was, but there was Kenny’s room 
and he was an only child. His 
mother called me a tramp and wanted no 
part of me or our baby. 


HAD a hard pregnancy and all those 
months of being sick and waiting for 
the baby to be born, Mom hardly spoke to 
me. She went around the house with a 
erim, stony look on her face, and it was 
iwful when the kids were at school and 
were alone. The sicker I was the more 
he seemed to enjoy it. 
Kenny and I had no privacy except when 
went out at night for a walk, or to an 
casional movie. In my heart I hated the 
baby I was going to have, and although 
Kenny didn’t say anything, I think he did 
oo. We were trapped and we knew it. But 
we loved each other and the future would 
better, it had to be! 
Kenny got a job after school and Satur- 
clerking in a grocery store. He gave 
ill the money to Mom for our food. Mom 
took it without saying a word. 
(bout a month before our baby was due. 
Kenny told me he’d quit school and was 
work full time at the grocery 


oing to 
re 
Oh, no.” I wailed. “Only six months 
ore graduation. You’ve got to finish. 
You wanted to be a machinist and you 
t study that without a high school 
diploma.” 
But his young face looked grim. “We 
int stay with your folk. There'll be no 
for the baby. There’s no place for 
We’ve got to get out.” 
| can bear it if you can,” I pleaded with 
him. but he wouldn’t listen. 
When we told my folk, Pop looked wor- 
| and Mom said laconically. “You'll be 
rocery clerk for the rest of your life.” 
No I won't.” Kenny’s dark head went 
defiantly. “Vll study at night. you'll 
\iom just shrugged. 
! nearly died giving birth to Gwen. She 
a big baby, healthy and beautiful. At 
look at her. I'd gone 
hrough such agony. But when the nurse 
ft her alone in my arms, I looked at the 
little wrinkled face, and it was as if 
heart turned right over inside of me. I 
held her as tightly as I dared and began 


1 wouldn’t 


ery, remembering how all those months 


" 


[ hadn’t wanted her. 


) 


Kenny found us a tiny apartment over a 
store. It had some old furniture and we 
made do. It was ours, all ours, and no man- 
sion could have looked more beautiful than 
those three tiny rooms looked to us. 

We were happy at first. just the three of 
us. A few of our friends from school came 
to visit. They looked at the baby curiously 
as if she were a doll, and then they began 
to chatter about school activities. It all 
seemed so childish to me. I realized we 
were living in different worlds. They came 
again, a couple of times, and then. as there 
was nothing to talk about—they didn’t care 
about my baby’s first smile and formula. 
and | didn’t care about their hockey games 
and dances—they stopped coming. 

We had no friends now. and even our 
families kept away. Pop came sometimes, 
sneaking in, it seemed to me, as if Mom 
might catch him, and that was all. We 
were alone, but we didn’t care at first. We 
had each other and Gwen. In a short time 
she grew into an adorable plump little 
thing with large eyes and a fuzz of hair, all 
dimples and innocence. Kenny was afraid 
of her, she was so tiny and helpless, and 
he was amazed at the competent way I 
handled her. I reminded him that I was 
used to handling babies since I was a little 
girl. Oh, how sure I was that I was mature 
enough for motherhood. for wifehood. And 
oh, how wrong I was. 

After Gwen was born the doctor advised 
me about spacing our family in accordance 
with our finances. Modern medicine had 
made such advances that about ninety-nine 
percent of pregnancies could be controlled. 
I followed his instructions. but one night 
our passion got the better of us and we 
couldn't break apart for the time needed 
for me to take precautions. Gwen was 
only a few months old then. and Kenny and 
I had been denied each other before and 
after her birth. And I guess in the back 
of our minds was the fanciful thought that 
it couldn’t happen so soon after Gwen. But 
it did happen, that very night. and a month 
later I knew I was pregnant. 

At first I thought I was mistaken. my 
period was late, that was all. Then I began 
vomiting in the morning and I was sleepy 
so much of the time that I knew. Yet I 
still wouldn’t even admit it to myself and 
I tried to hide the knowledge from Kenny. 
I didn’t even go to the doctor. We still 
owed him money for Gwen’s delivery. and 
I kept thinking as long as I didn’t know 
for sure there was always the hope that I 
was wrong and my period would come 
after all. 

As the weeks passed. there was no longer 
any doubt and finally [ had to stop my 
wishful thinking. I began to reason with 
myself to calm my fears. Even though we 
had so littke money. we'd get along. I 
thought. 
that much difference. would it? After all, 
I was used to children. Ud always helped 


One more child wouldn’t make 


Mom at home. If I could handle Gwen so 


well. I'd surely manage two. It took a 
while to get the courage to tell Kenny. | 
knew he'd be upset, but I figured if I were 
calm and happy. it wouid give him cour. 
age. 

One night when T was serving his supper 
I started to tell him the well-rehearsed 
words in the way I had planned. happily. 
sort of as if it were going to be fun having 
another baby, and how nice it was going 
to be bringing up the two of them together. 
He was feeding the baby and making play- 
ful noises as she kept spitting out her 
cereal at him and then laughing because 
she knew she was doing something wrong, 

“Here. let me feed her. She knows she 
can get away with anything with her dad- 
dy.” I said. “Sit down and have your 
supper.” Ken started to eat and I fed 
Gwen. She swallowed dutifully and there 
was no more spitting. “Naughty girl.” | 
chided. “When your new sister or brother 
comes. you won't be so spoiled.” 

This wasn’t the way I had planned to 
tell Kenny, but it seemed to work out right. 
I glanced at him and smiled knowingly, but 
he didn’t catch my meaning. 

“Yeah.” he said laconically, “by the 
time that happens she'll be spoiled rotten 
and there'll be no saving her.” 

“Oh. I don’t know,” I tried to make my 
“It won't be that long— 
seven months or so, I think .. .” 

Kenny went on eating for a few mo- 
Suddenly he dropped his fork. 

seven months?” He choked 


voice casual. 


ments. 
“What 
and stared at me startled. 

“Just about.” I grinned although I was 
scared, his face looked so strange. so pale 
and pinched. 

“You're kidding! You're trying to be 
funny. That’s some helluva joke, Gloria.” 

I wiped Gwen's face and took away the 
cereal bowl. “I’m not kidding.” I said 
slowly. trying to feel my way. “It’s true. 
Our—our little family is growing . . .” 

Then Kenny exploded with a_ violence 
that startled me. “Why did you let it 
happen?” he flung accusingly. “You knew 
what to do about it. The doctor told you 
What makes you so stupid?” 

[ stared at him. smarting as if he‘ 
slapped me. 

“W-—why blame me? You wouldn't let 
me out of your arms for a second that— 
that night. I told you then we had to be 
careful, but you ‘i 

“That's right. it’s my fault. This whole 
damn mess we're in is my fault!” 

“But Kenny...” 

“We can’t afford another child! Don't 
you understand? I’m working as hard as | 
can. But I don’t earn enough. I'm not 
equipped to make more money. I never 
will be not as long as I’m tied to you: 
My mother was right. She said you'd ruin 
me... she was right . she was right! 

Tears blurred my eves and through 4 








ee 


— a 


gri 


anc 
and 


You 
you 
dea 
for 

call 
at n 
And 


calle 


and 

chile 
hapy 
lor, | 
are j 
thing 





eT 
ed 
ily. 
ing 
ing 
ier. 


her 
use 
ng, 
she 
jad- 
our 
fed 
ere 
igs 


her 


| to 
ght. 
but 


the 
itten 


my 
ig 


mo- 
fork. 
oked 


was 
pale 


0 be 
ria.” 
the 
said 
true. 


lence 
et it 
knew 

you 


he'd 


t let 
hat— 
to he 


whole 


Don't 
| as l 
n not 
never 
) you: 
| ruin 
right! 
ugh & 





haze I watched him smash his fist on the 
kitchen table so hard that the dishes rat- 
tled. Gwen began to ery. 
Kenny like this. There was a side to my 
husband I didn’t know. and I thought I'd 
known him so well. 

“We'll manage.” 
Gwen in my arms and trying to comfort 


I'd never seen 


I whispered. taking 


her. “You'll see, we'll manage.” 
“Sure. Oh. sure. We'll be out in the 
street. that’s how we'll manage. Where’re 


we getting the money for this confinement? 
We still owe for the last!” He began to 
bang the table with his fists like a child 
having a tantrum. 

Gwen screamed in a frenzy of fear. Her 
little face was beet red and IT was afraid 
she was going to have a convulsion. 

“Shut up. you’re frightening her . 
can’t you see how scared she is?” 

Kenny put his hands over his ears. “Get 
her out of here... I can’t stand it!” 

I took Gwen into the bedroom and 
finally managed to calm her, and put her 
into her crib where she fell into an ex- 
hausted sleep. When I came back into the 
kitchen Kenny was gone. I thought he’d 
gone out to walk off his temper and I put 
his food back in the pot under a low light 
to keep it warm. 

But he didn’t come back. not that night 


and not the next. I was frantic. certain 
that he’d got run over by a car. he had 
been in such a state when he left. Yet T 


was ashamed to run to my folks for help. I 
didn’t want them to know what had hap- 
pened. All I could do was watch the clock 
and try not to ery frightened 
my baby. Young as she was, she knew I 
was miserable and she clung to me. sensing 
my fear. 

Finally I couldn’t stand it. I'd run out 
of money and there wasn’t much food 
the refrigerator. I called the police but 
they hadn’t any report of an accident hap- 
pening to a young man named Kenneth 
Taylor. They said they would check the 
hospitals and let me know. Then there was 
nothing to do but swallow my pride and 
my fear and call my in-laws. 

“Yes. he’s Kenny’s mother said 
grimly, “Where’d you expect him to be?” 

“I didn’t know. I—T .. .” I faltered 
and began to ery. “I haven't any money 
and I have to feed the baby .. .” 

“That’s all you care about. your baby. 


You don’t mind what you do to my son. do 
you?” 


because it 


here.” 


There was a click and the wire went 
dead. She’d hung up. I sat there stunned 
for I don’t know how long. IT thought of 
calling Mom. but T knew ke would sneer 
at me and tell me I had made my bed. 

And then | got mad. real raging coy 1 
called my mother-in-law again. 


“Listen.” I shouted. “he’s my husband 
ye his place is here. with me. with his 
child. He’s just as responsible for what 


happened as I am. It takes two, Mrs. 
lor, two, you understand . 
are you too old to underst 


things?” 


Tay- 
not one, or 
ad about these 


fe 

















was for me. 
quickly. relieved the itching, 
stinging, burning misery.” 
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because of itching, burning acne pimples on 
my face. Nothing I tried seemed to help. 
Finally my mother bought some Black and 
White Ointment, and what a glad day that 
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There was a dead silence for a moment 
and then she flung back at me. “You 
tramp!” And the phone went dead again. 

My anger died then. and I felt a terrible 
sense of shame. I’d never spoken to anyone 
like that. I seemed possessed by a demon. 
I began to shake and cry, as something 
told me Kenny wasn’t coming back. He 
didn’t want me anymore. he didn’t want 
us. With trembling hands I began to pack 
my little belongings. I had no choice now, 
I'd have to beg my folks to take us in. I 
could have died of shame, but it was that 
or starvation. 

Finally I had two suitcases filled with 
Gwen’s clothes and mine. I put them near 
the door and stared at them as if I couldn’t 
believe this was all happening to me, the 
end of my marriage. running home to Mom 
like a scared rabbit. The tears came again 
and when they stopped I was too ex- 
hausted to move. I really hadn’t slept these 
past nights waiting for Kenny to come 
home, and now suddenly I couldn’t keep 
my eyes open. I just about passed out from 
exhaustion, forgetting to close the window 
against the night air. 


ARLY the next morning when I awak- 
ened my throat was sore and the win- 
dow shade was flapping like mad. It had 
grown much colder during the night and 
I'd slept right through without even wak- 
ing to cover Gwen. It was my habit to get 
up during the night. for she always kicked 
off her covers and if I pinned them down 
before she fell asleep she’d scream because 
she liked to have her legs free. I half sat 
up in bed, shaking off a drugged feeling, 
and looked worriedly over at Gwen. Sure 
enough she’d kicked off the covers. She 
coughed and it had a curious rattling 
sound, I was so scared I could hardly 
breathe and I ran to her in my bare feet. 
She was soaked through to her nightgown, 
but more, her face was red and feverish, 
and when I turned her around in the crib 
she opened her eyes. and I saw how glazed 
they were. She coughed again and gasped 
for breath. Oh my God. she was terribly 
sick and it was all my fault for leaving the 
window open and not covering her. I 
picked her up and she kept on coughing 
and gasping for breath. When I changed 
her clothes her body burned under my fin- 
gers. Quickly I gave her an alcohol rub. 
changed her bedding and covered her, pin- 
ning down the blankets. She didn’t cry 
when I pinned them. she was too sick to 
even move. 
I didn’t know what to do first, and then 
a little sense began to work in my head 
He wasn’t in, but 


and I called our doctor. 
I left word that this was an emergency and 
waited. I knew enough about sick babies 
to realize that Gwen had to be kept warm 
and quiet. I didn’t dare take her out now. 

It seemed an eternity by the time Doctor 
West arrived, but he finally did and as he 


examined my poor, sick baby I waited. 
trembling. for his verdict. 

“Chest congestion, possible bronchitis.’ 
he said. “Get this prescription filled imme- 
diately.” 

I watched, numb and sick as he began 
to write on his little pad. I didn’t have the 
money for medicine, I didn’t have the 
money to pay him. “Come now,” he said, 
“she'll be all right if you take good care 
of her. She’s to have a teaspoon of this 
every four hours.” 

I took the prescription and stared at it, 
“T don’t have the money for this.” I mur- 
mured miserably. 

“Oh.” was all he said. 

I sat on the only chair in our bedroom 
and stared at the floor dazedly. “My hus. 
band’s left me...I can’t pay you the 
money we owe you, and—and I’m going to 
have another baby.” I blurted it all out 
almost incoherently. 

“Hmm.” he said now, and I thought I 
heard him mutter something under his 
breath. It sounded like “damn crazy kids,” 
but I wasn’t sure. “How long have you 
been pregnant?” 

“T think two months.” 

“Why didn’t you come to my office?” 

“T was ashamed. We still owe you for 
Gwen.” 

“I’m a doctor. Did you think Id turn 
you away?” 

“You’re not a charity organization,” | 
murmured shamefacedly. 

“And you’re a very silly little girl.” he 
said brusquely. “Didn’t you follow the in- 
structions I gave you about spacing your 
9% 


9 


family 

I shook my head, not daring to look at 
him. 

He sighed. “Well, what’s done is done, 
Now what about your husband. when did 
he go and why?” 

“Two nights ago, after—after I told him 
about the—the new baby.” 

There was silence and Doctor West sat 
on my bed and studied his prescription 
pad. “Do you know where he is?” 

“Yes, with his folks. I called there... 
and ...and his mother said...” I 
couldn’t tell him what happened for the 
words choked in my throat, but I was 
ashamed to cry and bit my lips instead. 

Doctor West glanced at his watch. Tt was 
nine o'clock. “Where does he work?” 

“At Hadley’s.” 

He sighed. “Give me the number.” He 
went into the next room and I heard him 
dial and then ask for Kenny, and then I 
heard his voice speaking with controlled 
anger. “Listen, young fellow, you've gol 
a very sick baby here, and your wife’s not 
well either, and you’d better get here in 
two shakes of a lamb’s tail or I’m getting 
the police after you on the grounds of 
desertion, I'll give you exactly half an 
hour, and if you’re not here by then I'm 
calling police headquarters.” And _he 
banged down the phone. 

(To be Continued next month.) 
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